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MATUS Mareius cafe a . 78 Hated 


by lle common People. 


Titus . Generals _ the Volſcians, and 
Cominius, 


Friend to Coriolanus. 
Menenius Agiippa, Fries to Coriolanus. 
Sicinius Velutus, } Tribunes of the People, and enemies 
Junius Brutus, 6 to Coriolanus. 1 


Tullus Aufidius, General of the Volkan. N 
Lieutenant 1 Aufidius. 


1 


Young Marcius, Son to Coriolanus. 


Conſpirators with Aufidius. 


Volumnia, Mother to Coriolanus. 
Virgilia, Wie to Coriolanus. 
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Roman and Volſcian Senators, Adiles, *. 
tors, Soldiers, Common People, Servants 10 


Aufidius, and Hef: pens 
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pParily in the Territories of the Vollcians, 
and Antiotes. 
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21 2 1 f SLEW | 
5 ci. @ Bros we proceed any further hear 
me ſpeak. 1 | 

1 Git. You are all reſoly'd rather to die, than to 
famiſh!? UL "4 l 

All. Refotwd, reſol va. f 

1. Cit. Firſt, you know, Cains Marciu is the chief 
enemy to the people. 36 2201295 or Hage 

All. We know't, we know't. 

1. Cit. Let us kill him, and we'll have Corn at our 
own price. Is't a VerdiQ? 

All. No mote talking on't, let't be done; away, 
away. 

2. Ct. One word, good Citizens. n 
1. Cit. We are accounted poor Citizens; the Parri- 
cians, good: What Authority ſurfeits on, would re- 
lieve us: if they would Vield us but the ſuperfluity, 
while it were wholeſome, we might gueſs, they reliev- 
ed us humanely: but they think, we are too dear; 
the; leanneſs that! aflis- us, the object of our miſery, 
is as an inventory to particularize their abundance; | 
our ſufferance is a gain to them. Let us revenge this 
with our Pikes, ere we become Rakes: far the God's 
know, I ſpeak this in hunger for, bread, not in thirſt 
for revenge. 7 


2. Cit. Would: you proceed eſpecially againſt Cains 
Marcius ? | | 
e A 


CORIOLANUS. 


All. Againſt him firſt: he's a very dog to the Com- 
monalty. 
2. Cit. Conſider you, what ſervices he has oe for 
his Coumtry 
1. Ci. Very well; and could be dicht to give 
him good report for't ; but that he pays himſelf with 
being proud. 
All. Nay, but ſpeak not maliciouſſy. 
1. Cz. Lay unto you, what he hath done famouſly, 
he did it to that end ; though ſoft-conſcienc'd Men can 
be content to ſay, it was for his Country; he did it to 
pleaſe his Mother, and to be partly proud; r wed 
is, even to the altitude of his virtue. 
| 2. Cit. What he cannot help in his nature, — ac- 
| count a vice in him: you. muſt in g0._way ſay, wh is 
covetous. 
| 1. Cit, IfI ob not, I ated not the darren of a accu- 
ſations: he hath faults, with ſurplus, to tire in repe- 
| tition. | [Shouts avithin.] What ſhouts are theſe? the 
| other fide o'th* City 1s riſen ; w_ 1075 we N 1 N 
To the Capitol. 
| * All Come, come lin Sh 1 
| 1. Cit, Soft — who comes 1 7 09 40508 
i Enter Menenius . N 
| 2. Cit. Worthy Menenius Agrippa; one that bath 8 | 
ways lov'd the People, 
1. Cir, He's one honeſt enough ; would, all the reft 
were ſo! | 
Men. What Work's, my Countrymen, f in bend? 
where go you | 
F : With bats and clubs? the matter—— Speak, 1 pray 
: u. . 
i 2. Cit. Our buſineſs is not unknown to the Senate; * 
1 they have had inkling, this fortnight, what we intend 
1} | to do, which now we'll ſhew em in deeds : they Tay 
4 F . E Suiters have ſtrong TY they hall ny e 
* have ſtrong arms too. it 
1 Men. Why; Maſters, my good Friends, mine bones 
| Neighbours, 
| Will you undo yourſelves ? 
| 2 Cir. We cannot, * we are undone already. 
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Rebell'd againft the belly; thus accus'd it 


CORIOLANUS. 5 
Men. I tell you, Friends, moſt charitable care 
Have the Patricians of you: For your. wants, 
' Your — in this Dearth, you may as well 


Strike at the Heaven with your ſtaves, as lift them 
Againſt the Roman State; whoſe Courſe will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thouſand Curbs 


Of more ſtrong Links aſunder, than can ever 


Appear in your Impediment, For the Dearth, 
The Gods, not the Patricians, make it; and 
Your Knees to them (not Arms) muſt help. Alack, 
You are tranſported by Calamity. DEED” 
Thither, where more attends you ; and you ſlander 
The Helms o'th' State, who care for you like Fathers, 
When you curſe them as Enemies. | | 

2 Cit. Care for us !——true, indeed !—they ne'er 
car'd for us yet. Suffer us to famiſh, and their Store- 
houſes cramm'd with Grain: make EdiQs for Uſury, 
to ſupport Uſurers ; repeal datly any wholeſome A& 
eſtabliſhed againſt the Rich, and provide more piercing 
Statutes daily to chain up and reſtrain the Poor. If 
the Wars eat us not up, they will; and there's all the 
love they bear us. © $129 | 

Men. Either you maſt, _ 

onfeſs yourſelves wond'rous malicious, 
Or be accus'd of folly. I ſhall tell you 
A pretty Tale, (it may be, you have heard it;) 
But ſince it ſerves my purpoſe, I will venture 


To ſtaleꝰt a little more. 


2 Cit. Well, N 
Pll hear it, Sir yet you muſt not think 
To fob off our diſgraces wih a Tale: 
But, an't pleaſe you, deliver. | 

Men. 8 was a time, when all the body's mem 

ers 


That only, like a Gulf it did remain 
Pth? midſt o'th' body, idle and unactive, 
Still cupooarding the Viand, never bearing. 
Like labour with the reſt; where th' other inſtruments 
Did fee, and hear, deviſe, inſtruct, walk, feel, 
And mutually participate, did miniſter 
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6 CORIOL ANUS. 
Unto the appetite; and affection common 
Of the whole body. The belly anſwerd—  _ 
2 Cit. Well, Sir, what anſwer made the belly? 
Men. Sir, I Mall tell you. With a kind of ſmile, - 
Which neer came from the lungs, but even thus 
(For, look you, I may make the belly ſmile, 
As well as ſpeak) it tauntingly reply'd _ 
To th' diſeontented Members, th* mutinous Parts, 
That envied his receipt; even ſo moſt bily, 
As you malign our Senators, for that 
They are not ſuch as you —— 
2 Cit. Your belly's anſwer what 
The kingly crowned head, the vigilant eye, 
The counſellor heart, the arm our ſoldier, 
Our ſteed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter; 
With other muniments and pretty helps 
In this our fabrick, if that they ——— — | 
Mer. What then ?—*Fore me, this fellow ſpeaks. | 
What then? what then? 
2 Ct. Should by the cormorant belly be refrain's, 
Who is th' Sink 0'th* body: ors 
Men. Well, — what mend Au 16:9: V. 
2 Cit. The former Agents, ft 40 lain 
What could the belly moverT © 5 = J 
F 00 
If you'll beſtow a ſmall (of what 8 ile) f 
Patience, a while; you'll hear the belly" s anſwer, - 
2 Cit. Yare long about it. | 
Men. Note me this, good friendz © © 
Your moſt grave belly was deliberate. 
Not raſh, like his accufers ; and thus anſwet'd; | 
True is it, my incorporate friends, wget he, u 
That receive the general food at firſt, 
Which you do live upon; and fit it is Py. 
Becauſe I am the tore: houſe, and the 155 N q 
| Of the whole body, But, if you do Femember, ” 
I fend it through the rivers of your blgod,' 
Even to the Court, the Heatt; to the feat of thy wan; 
And, through thè cranks and offices of man, 
The ſtrongeſt nerves, and fmall inferior veins, * 0 
From me receive that natural competency, es os Tak 
Whereby 
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CORIOL AND 8: 7 
Whereby they live. And though that all at once, 
You, my good Friends, (this ſays the belly) mark me— 

2 Cit. Ay, Sir, well, well. SER, | | 

Men. Though all at once cannot 
See what I do deliver out to each, 

Yet I can make my audit up, that all 

From me do back receive the flow'r of all, 

And leave me but the bran. What ſay you to't? 

2 Cir. It was an anſwer ;—how apply you this? 

Men. The Senators of Rome are this good belly, 

And you the mutinous Members ; for examine 

Their Counſels, and their Cares ; digeft things rightly, 

Touching the weal o'th*? Common; you ſhall find, 

No publick benefit, which you receive, 

But it proceeds, or comes, from them to you, 

And no way from your ſelves, What do you think 

You, the great toe of this Aſſembly ! Le 

2 Cit. | the great toe! why, the great toe? 

Men. For that, being one o'th' loweſt, baſeſt, pooreſt, 
Of this moft wiſe Rebellion, thou goeſt foremoit ; 
Thou raſcal, that are worſt in blood to run, 
Lead'ſt firſt, to win ſome vantage. 

But make you ready your ſtiff bats and clabs, 
Rome and her rats are at the point of battel : 
Fhe one ſide muſt have Bale: 

Enter Caius Marcius. 
Hail, noble Marcius ! | e 

Mar. Thanks. What's the matter, you diſſentious 

ö rogues, ge He ” 0 
That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion, 

Make your ſelves ſcabs? 1 g Bog 
2 Cit. We have ever your good word. 4 
Mar. Re that will give good words to thee, will. 

atrer | | Rt; 

Beneath 'abhorring. What would you have, ye Curs, . 
That like nor peace, nor war? The one affiights you, 
1 he other makes you proud. He that truſts to you), 
Where he ſhould find you lions, finds you hares; © © 
Where foxes, geeſe: You are no ſurer, no. 
Than is the coal of fire upon the ice, 85 

Or hailſtone in the Sun. Your virtue is, 
To make him worthy, whoſe offence ſubdues him. 
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And curſe that juſtice, did it. Who deſerves Greatneſs, 
Deſerves your bate; and your affections are 
A ſick man's appetite, who deſires moſt That 
Which would increaſe his evil. He, that depends 
Upon your favours, ſwims with fins of lead, 
And hews down oaks with ruſhes. Hang ye—trufl ye! 
With every minute you do cbange a mind, 
And call him noble, that was now your hate; | 
Him vile, that was your garland. What's the matter, 
That in the ſeveral places of the City 17 
Vou ery againſt the noble Senate, who 
4 the Gods) keep you in awe, which elſe 
ould feed on one another? what's their Seeking? 
Men. For corn at their own rates, whereof, they ſay, 
The City is well ſtor q. e, 
Mar. Hang em: they fay !-— 
They'll fit by th' fire, and preſume to know 
What's done ith' Capitol; who's like to riſe ; 
Who thrives, and who declines : fide factions, and give 
GEO £5. | 1 
Conjectural marriages; making parties ſtrong, . 
And feebling Such, as ſtand not in their Liking, 
Below their cobbled ſhoes. They ſay, there's Grain 
enough!  __ re 538 
Would the Nobility lay aſide their ruth, | 
And let me uſe my ſword, I'd make a quarry 
With thouſands of theſe quarter'd Slaves, as high 
As I could pitch my lance. | 
Men. Nay, theſe are almoſt thoroughly perſuaded; 
For though abundantly they lack diſcretion, 
Yet are they paſſing cowardly. But, I beſeech you, 
What ſays the other troop? _ | 
Mar. They are diſſolv'd; ha 5 'em, DONT 
They ſaid they were an hungry, ſigh'd forth Proverbs ; 
That hunger broke lone walls —that dogs muſt eat, 
That meat was made for mouths that the Gods Jent not 
Corn for the rich men only — With theſe ſhreds 
They vented their complainings : which being anſwer'd, 
And a Petition granted them, a ſtrange one, 
To break the heart of Generoſity, 
Aud make bold Power look pale; they threw their caps 
2 | As 


* 
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As they would hang them on the horns o 't Moon, 
Shouting their emulation. 

Men. What is granted them? 

Mar. Five Tribunes to defend their vulgar wiſdoms, 
Of their own choice. One's Junius Bretus, 
Sicinius Velutus, and I know not death, 

'The rabble ſhould have firſt. unroof'd the City, | 
Fre fo prevail'd with me! it will in time 
Win upon Power, and throw forth greater themes 
For Inſurrection's arguing. 
Men. This is ſtrange. 
Mar. Go, get you home, you . 
Enter a Meſſenger.. 

. f. Where's Caius. Marcius? 

Har. Here—what's the matter? 

Me/. The news is, Sir, the Volſcians are in arms. 

Mar. I'm glad on't, then we ſhall have means to vent 
Our muſty ſuperffuity. See, our beſt Elders ! 


Enter Sicinius Velutus, Junius Brutus, Cominius, Titus: 
Lartius, with other Senators. 


1 Sen. Marcius, tis true, that you have lately told. us 
The Volſeians are in arms. | 
Mar. They have a Leader, 
Tullus. Aufidius, that will put you tot. 
I fin in envying bis Nobihty: _ 
And wer: Lany thing but what I am; 
Fd wiſh me only he.. 
Cam. Lou have fought together? | 
Mar. Were half to half the world by thy ears; —_— te: 
Upon my Party, I'd revolt, to make 
Only my wars with him. He is a lion, 
That I am proud to hunt: | 
1. Ser. Then, worthy Marcizs,. 
Attend upon Cominius to theſe Wars: 
Com. It is your: former promiſe. 
Mar. Sir, it is; Rl; 
And I am-conſtant : Titus Bow thon 
Shalt ſee me once more ſtrike at Tull face 
What art thou Riff? ſtand'ſt out. 
Tit. No, Caius Marcins, 
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Tu fean ae onecrutch; und fightwith rotber: , 12 
Ere ſtay behind this buſineſs, * 0 2 15 OUT 
Aen. O true bred! e th q | 


1 Hen. Your company to th Eapitt; where, 1 know, 
Our greate( 19 attend 98% fuk : 


Follow, 'Cominius 18 | we muſt fa £108 CENTERS 
Right w th. your Priority _ <1 23 4 
Com. Noble Laftius ! 


15 wits} 5 481 1714 
1 Sen. Hence to your home be gone: IRA 


„170 the | Citivens, 
Mar. nm let them follow ;' | 
The Volſcians have much, Corn; . * rats thither, 
To gnaw their garners. 'Worlbip ful urineers, *, 
Your, yalour puts, well 5 pray, ow. - 71 {Exe nt. 
1445% [Citizens Hal a Manent Sieinios ALY e 
Sic. Was ever LO prond, as i is this Marcius | 
Bru. He has no equal. 5 | 
Sie. When we were choſen — the People 
Bru. Mark'd you his lip and e) es? 
==" eh on but his Nis. 8 275 


* 4 "Ya > 
. Being mov'd, de will BAL + are 10 gird the 
-Gots. . * 8 1 * 3 $ # 1 OTY.& 
Sic. Be-mock the. model Moon, —— 8 


Bru. The prefent Wars Gbro bi this, gh 8 hen 
Too proud to be o vakant. r 

Sic. Such a nature, e e IT 
Tickled with goed ſucgeſs, Acta the Rr | 
Which: he. 45cags.on M,090h bar J dg vonder, 8 
His inſolence can brook ta be HRP, Ee 000 
Under Comin ius. eee, 5 

Bru. Fame, at the which he; Ums, aueh. 1 | w_ 
In whom already he is well grac, cannot a . 
Better be held, nor more attaig d, 8 by | 

A Place below the firſt; for w mi (carries ,. > on 

Shall be the General' 2 tho he eg ; 2 wh 
To the utmoſt oa man; and giddy cen ſurs 5 80 050 i 1A 
Will then ecy,out, of Marcus : ol NE 160 4s 
Had borne the buſineſs .—_ Ar 

Sic. B. ſides, if things g e of - 
Opinion, that ſo ſlicks on u Mere Crus, ar . 
Of his demerits rob Ceminius. 
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Bru. Come, INS, if 
Half all Cominius Leno: are to 1 1 
Though Marcius earn'd them not; and all his metas 
To Marcius ſhall be honours, e indead. 
In aught he merit not. nN N de e 

Sic. Let's hence, and hear 43 
How tbe diſpatch is made; and in ke bien, «11 19] 
More than his fingularity, he goes CC 


Upon this preſent : action. 
Bru. Ler 5 along. | lee 


8 c E N E changes 70 Corioll. 


mw 108 
Enter Tullus Autidius, with Setttors of cool. 


> Som O, your opinien is, Au fins, | | 
That they of Rome are n in our r Coan- | 

ſels,. 
And know how we proceed. 


Auf. Is it not yours?. 1 
What ever hath been thought on in this State, e 


That could be brought to bodily act, ere — 

Had circum vention? "tis not four days gone, 

Since I heard thence—theſe are the words—T think, 

] have the letter here; yes—here it is; 

They have preſt a Power, but it is not known 

| DE Log | Reading. 

«- Whether: for eaſt or Weſt; the Dearth is great, 

«« 'Fhe People mutinous ; and it is rumour'd, 

% Cominius, Marcius your old enemy, 

© (Whe-is of Rome worſe hated than of you): - 

„And Titus Lartius, a moſt valiant Roman, ve 

Theſe three lead on this preparation. 112 

„ Whither 'tis bem — moſt likely, *tis for ens : 

1 Conſider of it. 7 | 
1 Sen. Our Army's in the Field: 210 n. BRIT 

We never yet made doubt, but Rome was ready 

To anſwer US. al 10 
Auf. Nor did you think it folly: | ids 1ponoH wa 

To keep your great pretences veil'd, till when 

They needs muſt 1 en 3 which i in the batch 
Mp ing, AS 7 . a « HK 
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12 CORIOLANUS. 
It ſeem'd, appear to Nome. By the diſcovery, - 
We ſhall 'be ſhortned in our aim, which was 
To Take in many Towns ere (almoſt) Rome 
Should know we were 'a-foot. 
2 Ser. Noble Aufidius, 
Take your Commiſſion, hie you. to your bands; 
Let us alone to guard Corio/i; © | 
If they ſet down before's, for the Remove 
Bring up your Army: but, I think, Foun U find, 
ey've not prepar d for us. 
Auf. O, doubt not That, 
I ſpeak from certainties. Nay more, L 
Some parcels of their Power are forth already, 
And only. htherward. 1 leave your Honours. 
If We and Caius Marcius chance to meet, 
*Tis fworn between us, we ſhall ever Arike 
2 Till one can do no more. 
All. The Gods aſſiſt you! 
Auf. And keep your Honours ſafe! 
1 Sen, Fare wel. 
2 Sen. Fare wel. CC 
Au. Fare wel. 8 1 5 A 


SC ENE changes tm Caius Marcius's Houſe 
mn Rome; 


Tater Yolumnia and 4 Virgilia; 250 f# es on tao * 
Mooli, and Jow.- | 


Fel. Pray you, Daughter, ling; or expreſs yourſelf 
in à more comfortable fort : if my Son were-/ 
my Huſband, I would freelier rejoice. in that abſence- 
wherein he won honour, than in the embracements of 
his bed, where he would ſhew mot love. When yet he 
was but tender-bodied, and the only Son of my womb ;- 
when youth with. comelineſs plucked all gaze his way; 
when for a dax of King's enireaties,. a Mother ſhould - 
not ſe}Fhim an hour from her beholding ; I, confidering_ 
how Honour would become ſuch a. perſon, that it was 
no better than piQure-like to hang by th' wall, if Re- 
non made it not ſtir, was pleas:d to let him ſeek Dane _ 
ger Mhere he was like to find Fame: to acruel * L 
nk. 


— 
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ſent him, from whence he return'd, his brows bound 
with Oak. I tell thee, Daughter, I ſprang not more in 
joy at firſt hearing he was a man-child, than now at firſt 
ſeeing he had proved himſelf a Man. 
Vir. But had he died in tbe buſineſs, Madam; den 
then ? 

Vol. Then his good Report mould have — my 
Son; I therein would have found iflue. Hear me pro- 
feſs incerely : had I a dozen Sons each in my love a- 
like, and none leſs dear than thine and my good Marcius, 

1 had rather eleven die nobly for their Country, than, 
one voluptuouſly ſurfeit out of action. 
Enter a Gentlewoman. 

Gent. Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to viſit you. 

Vir. Beſeech you, give me leave to retire myſelf, 

Vol. Indeed, thou ſhalt not: 

Methinks, I hither hear your Huſband's. Drum: 

I ſee him pluck Aufilius down by th' hair: 

(As children from a beat) the Volſci ſhunning him: 

Methinks, I fee him ſtamp thus—and, call thus — 

Come on, ye cowards, ye were got in fear, 
Tho' you were born in Rome; his bloody. brow: 
With his mail'd hand then wiping. forth: he goes 

Like to a harveſt man, that's ta d to mow 

Or all, to loſe his hire: 

Vir. His bloody brow ! oh, Jupiter, no blood 1— 
Vol. Away, you ſool; it more becomes a man, 
Then Gilt his trophy. The breaſt of Hecuba, © 
Wen ſhe did ſuckle Hector, look'd not lovelier 
Than Hector forehead, when it ſpit forth blood 
At Grecian. ſwords. contending ; tell Valeria. 

Me are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Gene. 

Vir. Heavins bleſs. my Lord. from fell Aufrdius J 

Vol. He'll beat Anfidius head below his knee, 

And tread upon his neck. | 
Enter Valeria with an Uſer, and a Green, « 
Vat. My Ladies Both, good day to you. | 
Vol. Sweet Madam 
Vir. I am glad. to ſee your Ladyſhip 
Val. How do you Both ? you. are manifeſt houſe- 

| Keepers. What are you ſowing here? a fine ſpot, | im 

Load faith, How. does your „/e e Son? 


Fir. 
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Vir. I thank your Ladyſhip: well, good Madam. 

Vol. He had rather ſee the ſword, and bear 4 drum, 
than look upon his ſchoolmaſter.. 
Vual. O' my word, the Father's Son: ru feat, is 
a very pretty. Boy. O' my troth, I loo d on him o 
Wedneſday half an hour togerher— h'as ſuch a con- 
firm'd countenance. 1 faw bim run after a gilded bat- 
terfly, and when he caught it, he let it go again; and 
after it again; and over and over he comes, and up a- 
gain; and caught 1 it again; or whether his Fall enrag'd 
him, or how 'twas, be did fo ſet his teeth, and did: 
tear it, oh, I warrant, how he mammoekt iti! 

Jol. One of's Father s moods, _ = I 

Va Indeed, la, *tis a noble Child: Ee WH 2 | 

Vir. A crack, Madam. Fad 

Val. Come, lay aſide your Stnchery ; * ava have | 
you play the idle huſwife with me this afternoon. 

Vir. No, good Madam, I. will not out of doors. 

Val. Not out of doors! 

Vol. She ſhall, ſhe ſhall. 
Vir. Indeed, no, by your patience ; PH not er 
the threſhold, till my Lord return from the wars. 
Val. Fie, you confine yourſelf moſt unreaſonably : 
Come, you mult go viſit the good Lady that lyes in. 

Fir. I will with her ſpeedy ſtrength, and viſit ber- 
with my priyers ; but I cannot go thither. | 

Hol. Why, 1 prag you? 

Vir. Vis not to fave labour, nor that! want love: 

Val. Ve would be another Penelope; yet they ſay, 
all the yarn, ſhe ſpun.in- Lis abſence, did but fill Ih 
ca full of moths. Come, | would your cambrick were 
ſenſibſe AS » ky finge Er, that you might leave pricking 
it for pity. Come, you ſhall ge with us. 

Vir. No, good Madam, Pardon me; indeed, J. 


not forth. _ | 
Fal. In truth, la, 20 with me, and II telt vo ex- 


cellent news of your Huſband. 
Vir. Oh, good Madam, there can be none yet. 
Hal. Verily, I do not jeſt with * there came 
news from him laſt night. | 


Vir. Indeed, Madam- ——-— ' 4 
. Lal. 


3 


CORTOLANDS. 's 
Val. In earneſt, it's true; 1 heard a Senator. ſpea 
it. Thus it is the Yolſcians have an army forth, 


againſt whom Cominzus the General is gone, with one 
port of our Roman Power. Your Lord ang Titus Zar- 


3 


but Abeale our better mirth. : 

Val. In troth, I think, ſhe would : - fare you etl, 
then. Come, good ſweet Lady. bio hee, Virgilia, 
turn 0 Solemnnels out o' door, and 20 alon f without 

n 


Vir. No: at a word, Madam, ipdee, juſt not. 
I wiſh Fan much miith, 55 
Val. Well, then tart well. 1 Lane 


8 #4 EN E changes lo #be Wt; US Corioli, 


Emer > oY wore anith, ee an 905 
diers : To them a Me eker. 101i 


Mar. 7 Onder comes news: x wager, they have wet. 
f Lart. My horſe to yours, n6. e 
Mar. 'Tis done. | 
Lart. Agreed. | 

Mar. Say, bas our Gepe t met bt enem * 

Me). They lye in view; but have. not 44 as 15 
Lart. So, the good hotfe? — mine. 8 . ; 


71 | 
* 


Mar. III buy him of % % 0 
Lart. No; Til nor fell, nor give bm: eh ch "ph jou 
| F wih, 2 


For half an hundred years : Sumo the Town.“ ” 
Mar, How far off lye theſe armies eee 
NMe/ Wirhin a mile and a half. aha, ft dar 
Mar. Then ſhalt we heat theif Sahni? and 1 Gurs. 

Now, Mars, F pr'ythee, make us quick in el ge 2 A 

That we with ſmoaking ſwords may march from Hence, 

To help our fielded F riends ! ! e blow op . > 


S 
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They Sound 4a Parley. Enter tauo Senators with others 
on the Wall. 


Tallus Aufidius, is he within. your Walls? 


1 Sex. No, nor a man that fears you leſs than he, 
That's leſſer than a little ; bark, our Drums 

[Drum afar off. 

Are bringing” forth our Youth ; we'll break our Walls, 
Rather tban they ſhalh pound us up; our Gates, 

Which yet feem ſhut, we have but pinn'd with ruſhes 3 


They Il open of themſelves. Hark you, far off 


[Alarum far off, 
There is Fufidius. Lift, what Ty be makes 


Amongſt your cloven army. 
Mar. Oh, they are at it! | 
Lart. Their noiſe be our inſtruQion. Ladders, ko J 
Enter the Volſcians. | 
Mar. They fear us not, but iſſue forth their Cit 
Now put your ſhields before your hearts, and abe 
With hearts more proof than ſhields. Advance, brave: 
Titus, 
They do diſdain us much beyond our thoughts; 
Which makes me beat with Wrath. | Come on; my 
| fellows ;; © 
720 retires, LI. take bim for a nk, 
he (Ball feek mine edge. 
[ Alarum;; the Romans beat back ” their- Trenches 
Re. enter Marcius. 


Mar. All. the Contagion. of the FR light on. . 


Tou ſhames of Rome, you.!—herds of boils and plagues 
'Plaiſter: you-o'er, that you may, be abhor1'd;: 


Farther than ſeen, and one infect. another: 
ainſt the wind a mile you ſouls.of geeſs,. | 
That bear the ſhapes of men; how have you run | 
From Slaves, that. apes would beat? Pluto and Hell! 
All hurt behind, backs red, and. faces pale, 5 
With flight, and agued fear! mend, and charge home, 


Or by the fires of Heaven, 1 Ill leave- the Foe 
And make my wars on you: look. to't,. come on; 


If you'll ſtand ſaſt, we il beat them to their wives, 

As they us to our, trenches followed. 

(Another alarm, and \aicius follows them to the has, ) 

do, now the gates are ope: now prove good ſeconds; 
"T's. 


hy 
, 
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Tis for the followers, fortune widens them; | 


Not for the fliers; mark me, and do the like. | 


He enters the gates, end i is os in 
+ Sol. Fool-hardineſs, not I. 
2 Sal. Nor |. : 
1 Sol. See, they have ſhut him in. Arn continues. 
All. To th' pot, I warrant him. | 
Enter Titus Lartius. 
Lart. What is become of Ma- cius? | 
AY. Slain, Sir, doubtleſs. - 
r Sol. Following the fliers at the very heels, 
With them he enters ; who, upon the ſudden, 
Clapt to their gates; he is himſclt alone, 
To anſwer all the City. 80175 
Cart. Oh, noble fellow ! 1.25 
Who, ſenſible, out-does his ſenſeleſs ſword, 
And when it bows, ſtands up: thou art left, Marcius— 
A carbunele intire, as big as thou art, | 
Were not ſo rich a jewel. Thou walt 2 loldier 
Even to Cato's wiſh, not fierce and terrible _ 
Only in ſtroaks, but with thy grim looks, and 
The thunder. like percuſſion of thy ſounds, 
Thou mad'ſt thine enemies ſhake, as if the world 
Were feverous, and og tremble. 
| Enter Marcius bleedin „ afſau/ted by the En 
1 Sol. Look, Sir. * * * To 
Lart. O, 'tis Marcius. 
Let's fetch him off, or make remain alike. 
| [They fight, and all enter the City. 
Enter certain Romans with Spoils. 
1 Rom. This will I carry to Rome. 
2 Rom. And I this. 
3 Rom. A murrain on't, I took this for filver. 
[ Alarum continues [till afar off. 
Enter Marcius and Titus Lartius, with a Trumpet. 
Mar. See here theſe Movers, that do prize their ho- 
nours | 
At a crack'd drachm: cuſhions, leaden ſpoons, 
Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would 
Bury with thoſe that wore them, theſe baſe ſaves, 
Ere yet the fight be done, pack up; down with them; 
And hark, what noiſe the General makes !—to him ; 
There 


ates of mech — CTR Oy 
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There is the man of my ſoul's hate, Aufalur, 

Piercing our Romans : then, valiant Titus, take 

Convenient numbers to make good the City; 

Whilſt I, with thoſe that have the _ _ haſte 

To help Comfulns.. -* | | | 
Lart. Worthy Sir, thou bleed'ſt; 

Thy exerciſe hath been too violent 


For a ſecond courſe of fight. 


Mar. Sir, praiſe me not: 
My work hath yet not warm'd me. ue you well.: 
The blood, 1 drop, is rather phyſical 
Than dangerous to me. 

T' Aufdius thus L will appear, and fight. 

Lart. Now the fair Goddeſs Fortune | 
Fall deep in love with thee, and her great 3 
Miſguide thy oppoſers . ern en 2 
Proſperity by thy: page! 

Mar. Thy friend no less, 

Than thoſe ſhe placeth higheſt ! ” fo, farewel. 

Lart, Thou worthieſt Marerus, 77 91 4 

Go ſound thy trumpet in the market place, 


Call thither all the officers o'th* town, - 


Where they ſhall know our mind. Away. bn 
SC E N E changes to the Roman Camp. 


Enter Cominius retreating, with Soldiers. 4 


Com. B you, my friends ; ; well fought ; 
are come oft | 
Like Romans, neither fooliſh.in' our Liane | 
Nor cowardly in retire : Believe me, Sirs, 
We ſhall be charg'd again. While we have ftruck, 
By interims and conveying guſts, we have heard _ 
The Charges of our friends. The Roman Gods 
Leads their ſucceſſes, as we wiſh our own ;. 
That both our Powers, with ſmiling fronts encountring, | 
May give you thankful ſacrifice ! 'I'hy news? | 
Enter a Meſſenger. © 
ef. The citizens of Corioli have iſſued, 
And given to Lartius and to Marcius battel. 
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I faw our Party to their trenghes drined, 100 5 
And then I came away. | fy 

Com. Tho' thou ſpeak'ft:truth, oi! 
Methinks, thou ſpeak'ſt not well. How lang is't i ſince ? 

Me. Above an hour, my lord. 

Com. Tis not a mile: briefly, we heard their drums. 
How could'ſt thou in a mile confound an hour, 1 
And bring the news ſo late? 5 wat) 

Ne. Spies of the Volſcians wh 561 K 
Held me in chaſe, that I was forc'd to wheel! 

Three or four miles about; elſe had I, Sir, 
Half an hour fince brought my report. 

- - Enter Marcius. | | 
| Com. Who's yonder, | 1480 
That does appear as he were e flay?d 20 Gods | | 
He has the ſtamp of Marcius and I have 
Before time ſeen him thus. 

Mar. Come I too late? 

Com. The ſhepherd knows not thunder from a tabor, 
More than I know the ſound of 2 ee 28 


From every meaner. man. n 


Mar. Come I too late? £ 

Com, Ay, if you come not in | the blood of others, 
But mantled in your own. - 

Mar. Oh! let me clip ye 224 55 1 
In arms as und, as when I woo ; ; in deare: | 
As merry, as When our nuptial day was done, 

And tapers burnt to bedward. 

Com. Flowers of Warriors, 

How is't with Titns Lartins? | | 

Mar. As with a man buſied about Dectees; Ea) 
Condemning ſome to death, and ſome to exile, 
Ranſoming him, or pitying, threatning th other; 
Holding Cprioli in the name of Rome, 

Even like a fawning grey- hound in _ leaſh, 
To let him flip at will 

Com. Where is that flave, / „it £ 
Which told me they had beat you to your rrenches? 
Where is he? call him hitber. 

Mar. Let him aloee. 

He did inform the truth; but, for our gentlemen, 


The 


7 b ud 1 
* * et And 


20 CORIOL ANUS. 
The common le, (a plague! Tribanes for them). 
The mouſe ne'er hunn d the cat, as they did e 
From raſcals worſe than they. HE 

Com. But how prevaihd you? | 

Mar. Will the time ferve to tel]? 196 not thigk-— 
Where is the enemy? are you lords o'th' field? | 


4 


If not, why ceaſe you till you are ſo? 
Com. Marcius, we have at vantage fought, 

And did retire to win our purpoſe. 
Mar. How lies their battel ? know _ on what ſide 

They have plac'd their men of truſt? Þ | 
Com. As I guels, Marcius, | | 

Their bands ih? vaward are the Antiates 


Of their beſt truſt : o'er them ho 40h: | 


Their very heart of hope. 

Mar. I do beſeech you,, 
By all the battels wherein we have . ; 
By the blood w'ave ſhed together, by the vows 


Wave made to endure friends, that you directly 


Set me againſt Aufidius, and his Antiates; 

And that you not delay the preſent, but mien 

Filling the air with ſwords advanc'd, and darts, | 

We prove this very houf.——— 3 
Com, Though I could wiſh, 

You were conducted to a gentle bath, 

And balms applied to you, yet dare I never. 

Deny your aſking; take your choice of thoſe, 

That beſt can aid your action. 

Mar. Thoſe are they, 

That moſt are willing; If any Fr be how 


(As it were fin to doubt) that love this Painting, 


Wherein you ſee me ſmear d; if any fear 
Leſs for his. perſon than an ill report: 
If any think, brave death out - weighs bad liſe, 
And that his Country's dearer than 1 wi 
Let bim, alone, (or many, if ſo minded) 
Wave thus, expreſs his diſpoſition, | 
And. follow Marcius. | | 
[T hey all ſhout, and wave their -fevords, gate 101 
in their arms, and cafl up their caps. 


Oh! me alone, make you a ſword. of me: 


If theſe ſhews be not outward, which of you | 
But 


2D 
* 
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A ſhield as hard as his. A certain eder 

(Tbo' thanks to all) muſt I ſelect from all: 

The reſt ſhall bear the buſineſs in ſome other fight, 

As cauſe will be qbey'd; pleaſe you to march, , 

Aad four ſhall quickly draw out my Command, 6 b 

Which inen are beſt inclin'd, ENS 
Com. March on, my fellows : 

Make good this oſtentation, and 7 ball 

Nr in all with us. E benen. 


SC EN E PI to. "Corioli _ 
Titws Lartius having ſet a guard upon Coriell. £ ing. 
alu 


with drum and trumpet toward Cominius and 
Marcius; . 1. 2 e. other e 4 
4 2 out, a 


O __ the Port ve bre 3 ee you! "TY 
8 As. 1 have ſet them down.” If : 0 lend, pere 
n 1 
Thoſe Cegtfich by: our aid; the reſt will ewe 25 : 
For a ſhort holding ; if we loſe the field,” 8 
We cannot keep the town. 
Lieu. Fear not our care, Sir. 
Lart. Hence, and ſhut your gates upon's: 
Our guider, © come! ro. <<" Romani 3 condudt us. 
: ſine cor ; 


SCEN E Py ges 6 1 * Rowan: Camp.” 


8 47 in Bartel. Enter Marcius and Aufidius, at 


| Several dl ort. 
Mar. T LL. fight with none but thee, for 1 0 hate 
thee | 
Worſe than a n bebt 


Auf. We hate alike: 
Not Aſfrici ouus a ſerpent I Aber LOS: 
mw than: thy Fame, and envy ; fix thy foot. 
Mar. 
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Mar. Let the firſt 19917 Fe! the other's r 5 


3 7 
1 4 me like a rpm 


Mar. Within. theſe th heee hours, 114% 1 


| Alone 1 fought, in your. orioli Wall 


And made what, work, [ pleas 05 "tis got my blood, 1 
Wherein thou ſee'lt me malk!d ; for thy Tenge RAG 
Wrench up thy power to th' higheſt. "12 L000 
Auf. Wert thou the Hector, 
That was the whip of your bragg'd Progeny, 
Thou ſhould'ſt not ſcape me here. 5 
Here they fight, and certain Volſcians come to. hs aid 
of Aufidius. Marcius fights, Hill they be driven in 
breaths. 
Oftcious, and not 1 lab! — you haveſham'd r me 
75 condemned Seconds. 
riſh. Alarum. A retreat is ded,” «Enter at one 
door, Cominius with the Romans; at another ad 
.Marcius, avith his arm in a Hf. F 
Gor. If I ſkould tell, thee o'er t is thy da) 
Thou'lt not believe thy deeds: but L I er it 
Where Senators ſhall mingle tears wich, . 5 
Where great Patricians ſhall attend and hr # 
PF th' end admire; where ladies ſhall be. {ix 
And CAD quak'd, hear more; where the dull Tü. 


That with 3 fuſty Plebeians, bate thine Ae a. Mo 
Sball-ſay againſt their hearts, We thank the Gods ah 
Our Rome bath ſuch a Soldier! 
Yet cam'ft.thou to a morſe] of this feaſt, EI 
Having fully din'd before. A * * 05, 2 
Enter Titus Lartius wit is P, r, from the urſuil. 
Lart. O General, e 2 + fi 
Here is the ſteed, we the caparifon' 
Hadft thou beheld —— : In 
-Mar. Pray now, no more: my Mother, 4 
Who has a charter to extol her blood, netls 5 
When ſhe does praiſe me, grieves me: 
I have done as you have don; that We 1 0 
Car as you have been; that's for my Country; 
He, 
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He, that has but effected his good will, 
Hath overta'en mine act. 
Com. You ſhall not be 
The Grave of your Deſerving: Rome muſt know 
The value of her own: twere a concealment .. 
Worſe than a theft, no leſs than a traducement, | 
To hide your Doings; and to filence that, 
Which. to the ſpite and top of praiſes voueb d, 
Would ſeem but modeſt: therefore, I beſeech es 
In fign of what you are, not to reward 
What you have done, before our army hear me. 
Mar. I have ſome wounds upon . and wy my 
To hear themſelves remembret. | 
Com. Should they not, : 
Well might they feſter gainſt ingratitude, 
And tent themſelves with death: Of all the Waben 55 
Whereof we have ta en good, and good ſtore, of all 
The treaſure in the field atchiev'd, and city, 
We render you the tenth, to be ta en forth, 
Before the common W at "I | 
Your only choice. l iz} 10 
Mar. I thank you, General: 362-05 e AM 
But cannot make my heart conſent to Ake 2 
A bribe, 8 my ſword: I do refuſe it, 
And ſtand upon my common part with thoſe 
That have beheld the doing. 


[A long flouriſh. They all cry, Mareius! Marcias * 
caft up their caps and launces: Comini ius * Lartias 
ſland tare. © 01 FI Þ 
Mar. 3 ſame [nftruments, which) you pro- 
ane, 
Never ſound more! when dreamy «hd rywpets men 
I'th' field prove flatterers, let _ as cities, 
Be made of falſe fae'd ſoothing! When ſteel grows 
Soft, as the paraſite's ſilk, 1 Renn be made 
An overture for th? wars! No more, I ſar; 
For that I have not waſh'd my Noſe that bled, 
Or foil'd ſome debile wreteh, which, without note 
Here's many elſe have done; you ſhout me forth 
In acclamations hy erbolical; | | 
As if I lov'd, my little ſhould be dieted - ORF 
In praiſes, ſauc'd with hes. 


r 
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| Com. Too modeſt are you: - 
More cruel to your good report, than prateful 
To us, that give you truly: by your patience, | 
If 'gainſt your ſelf you be incens d, we'll put you 
Like one, that means his proper barm) i in manacles; 
hen reaſon ſafely with you: therefore be it known, | 
As to us, to all the world, that Catus Marcius, | 
Wears this war's earland ; in token of the which, 
My noble ſteed, known to the Camp, I give him, 
With all bis trim belonging ; and from this tine, . 
For what he did before Corioli, call him, 1 
With all th' applauſe and clamour of the Hoſt, 
Caius Marcius Coriolanus. Bear the addition nobly ever. 
| [Flourifs. Trumpets found and aer 
Omnes. Caius Marcius Coriolanus ! 4 
Mar. I will go wiſh : 
And when my face is fair, you ſhall perceive 
Whether I bluſh, or no. Howbeit I thank you 
I mean to ftride your Steed, and at all time 
To underereſt your good Addition, 11 | 
To th' fairneſs of my Power. Ids ND 1: 
Com. So, to our tent : 11373 014 3 1 
Where, ere we do cepale us, we will write 
To Rome of our ſucceſs : you, Titus 3 
Muſt to Corioli back; ſend us to Rome 
The beſt, with whom we may INS; | 
For their own good, and ours. . 
Lart. I ſhall, my lord. ; 
Mar. The Gods begin t to mock me : | 5 
I. that but now refus d moſt princely gifis, 
Am bound to beg of my lord General. 
Cam. Take't, tis yours: what is't? 
Mar, 1 ſometime lay here in Corioli, 5 
At a poor man's houſe: he us d me kindly. 
He cry d to me: I ſaw him priſoner: 
But then Aaſidius was within my view. 
And wrath o'erwhelm'd my pity: I requeſt e. 
To give my poor Hoſt freedom. 
1 Com. O, well beggd ! 
| l Were he the butcher of my ſon, be Would 
| Be free as is the wind: deliver r him, 85 (5 


TY 4 
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Lart. Marcius, his name ? | 
Mar. By Jupiter, forgot: 
lam weary; yea, my memory is tir'd: 

Have we no wine here? 

Com. Go we to our tent; | 
The blood upon Your viſage dries ; tis time 
It ſhould be look'd to: come. T[Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the camp of the Volſci. 


A flouriſh. Cornets. Enter Tullus Aufidius bloody, with 
two or three ſoldiers. | 


Auf. HE town is ta'en. - : 
[ Sol. Twill be deliver'd back on good 
condition. | h 


Auf. Condition! 
I would, I were a Roman; for I cannot, 
Being a Volſcian, be that I am. Condition? 
What good Condition can a treaty find 
Pth' part that is at mercy? Five times, Marcius, 
I have fought with thee, ſo often haſt thou beat me: 
And would'ſt do fo, I think, ſhould we encounter 
As often as we eat. By th' Elements, 
If &er again I meet him beard to beard, 
He's mine, or I am his: mine emulation 
Hath not that honour in't, it had ; for where 
I thought to cruſh him in an equal force, 
True Sword to Sword; 11 potch at him ſome way, 


Or wrath, or craft may get him. 
. Sol. He's the Devil. 


Auf. Bolder, tho' not fo ſubtle : my valour (poiſon'd, 
With only ſuffering ſtain by him) for him 
Shall fly out of itſelf: nor ſleep, nor ſanctuary, 

Being naked, ſick, nor fane, nor Capitol, 

The prayers of prieſts, nor times of ſacrifice, 
Embarkments all of fury, ſhall lift up 

Their rotten privilege and cuſtom *gainſt | 

My hate to Marcius. Where I find him, were it 

At home, upon my brother's guard, even there, 
Againſt the hoſpitable Canon, would I 

Waſh my tierce band in's _ Go you to th' city; 


Learng 
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f 
1 
| 
Z 
: 
1 
* 
| 
1 
7 


26 CORIOL ANUS. 
Learn, how tis held; and what they are, that muſt 
Be hoſtages for Rome. | 2 8 

Sol. Will not you go? 

Auf. 1 am attended at the cypreſs grove. I pray you, 
('Tis South the city-mills) bring me word thither 
How the world goes, that to the paceof it 
I may ſpur on my journey. | 
Sol. I ſhall, Sir. [Exeunt. 


SCENE ROME. 


Enter Menenius, with Sicinius and Brutus; 


Men. HE Augur tells me, we ſhall have news to 
Bru. Good or bad? [night. 


Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, for 


they love not Marcus. 
Sic. Nature teaches Beaſts to know their friends. 
Men. Pray you, whom does the wolf love? 
Sic. The lamb. 


Men. Ay, to devour him, as the hungry Pleabens 


would the noble Marcus. | 
Bru. He's a lamb, indeed, that baes like a bear. 
Men. He's a bear, indeed, that lives like a lamb. 
You-two are old men, tell me one thing that I ſhall aſk 


you. 
Bath. Well, Sir ; 


Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor, that you 


two have not in abundance ? 
Bru. He's poor in no fault, but ſtor'd with all. 

Sic. Eſpecially, in pride. | 

Bru. And topping all others in boaſting. 

Men. This is ſtrange now; do you two knowow. 
you are cenfur'd here in the city, I mean of us o tit 
right hand file, do you? | 

Bru. Why, — how are we cenſur'd ? | 

Men. Becauſe you talk of pride now, will you nat. 


de an ry? | 
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Bath. Well, well, Sir, well. 


for being proud. 
Brau. We do it not alone, Sir. | 
- Mex; | know; you can do very little alone; for 
your helps are many, or elſe your actions would grow 
wondrous ſingle; your abilities are too infant - like, for 
doing much alone. Vou talk of pride — ob, that you 
eould turn your eyes towards the na pes of your necks, 
and make but an interior ſurvey of your good ſelves ! 
Oh that you could 
Bru. What then, Sir? | | 
Man. Why, then you ſhould diſcover a brace of as 
unmeriting, proud, violent, teſty magiſtrates, alias 
fools, as any in Rome. | We 
Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too. 
Men. I am known to be a humorous Patrician, and 
one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of al- 
laying Tiber in't: ſaid to be ſo nothing imperfect, in 
favouring the firſt complaint; haſty and tinderlike, up- 
on too trivial motion: one that con verſes more with 
the butrock of the night, than with the forehead of 
the morning. What I think, IT utter; and ſpend my 
malice in my breath. Meeting two ſuch weals-men 
as you are, (I cannot call yo Lycurgu/es) if the drink 
you give me touch my 'palate adverſly, I make a 
crooked face at it. I can't ſay, your Worſhips have 
deliver'd the matter well, when I find the aſs in com- 
pound with the major part of your ſyllables; and tho? 
I muſt be content to bear with thoſe, that ſay, you are 
reverend grave men; yet they lie deadly, that tell you, 
you have good faces; if you ſee this in the map of 
my microcoſm, follows it, that I am known well 
enough too? what harm can your biſſon Conſpectui- 
ties glean out of this character, if I be known well 
enough too? 
Bru, Qome, Sir, come, we know you well enough. 
. | B 2 Men. 
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Men. You know neither me, your ſelves, nor any 
thing; you are ambitious for poor knaves caps and legs: 
you wear out a good wholeſome forenoon, in hearing a 
Cauſe between, an orange; wife and,, feſſet · ſeller, and 

-then adjourn a controverſy: of three-pence to a ſecond 
day of audience. — When you are hearing a matter be- 
tween party and party, if you chance to be pinch'd with 
the cholick, you,make faces like mummers, ſet up the 
bloody flag againſt all patience, and, in roaring for a 
chamber-pot, diſmiſs the controverſie bleeding, the 
more intangled by your hearing : all the peace you 
make in their cauſe, is ealling both the parties knaves. 

You are a pair of ſtrange ones. 
Bru. Come, come, you are well underſtood to be a 
'S perfecter gyber for the Table, than a neceſſary bencher 
= in the Capitol. | 
Men. Our very prieſts muſt become mockers, if they 
ſhall encounter ſuch ridiculous ſubjects as you are; when 
| you ſpeak beſt unto the purpoſe, it is not worth the 
1 wagging of your beards ; and your beards deſerve not 
| ſo honourable a Grave, as to ſtuff a botcher's cuſhion, 
| or to be intomb'd in aſs's pack ſaddle. Yet you muſt 
[ be ſaying, Marcius is proud; who, in a cheap eſtima- 
| tion, is worth all your predeceſſors ſince Deucalion ; 
though, peradventure, ſome of the beſt of them were 
hereditary hangmen. Good-e'en to your Worſhips; 
| more of your converſation would infect my brain, be- 
1 ing the herdſmen of the beaſtly Plebeians. I will be 
| bold to take my leave of you. 
= : [Brutus and Sicinius £5 aſide. 
As Menenius i is going out, enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and 
Valeria. 
| How now my (as fair as noble) ladies, and the moon, 
| were {he earthly, no nobler; whither do you. en 
+ your eyes ſo faſt? 
| Vol. Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcius approx. | 
| ches; for the love of Juno, let's go. | 
| Men. Ha! Marcius coming home? 
| Vol. Ay, worthy Mes eniits, and with moſt proſperous 
| approbation. | 
Men. Take my cap, Fupiter, and 1 thank thee ——= 
hoo, Marcius coming home ! 


Bath. 


i 
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Foth. Nay, 'tis true. 

Vol. Look, here's a letter from him, the State hath 
another, his wife another, and, I think, there's one at 
home for you. 

Men. I will make my very houſe reel to night : Alet- 
ter for me | 
Vir. Yes, certain, there's a letter for you, I faw't. 

Men. A letter for me ! it gives me an eſtate of ſeven 
years health; in which time Iwill make a lip at the phy- 
ſician ;"the moſt ſovereign prefeription in Galen is but 
Empiric, and to this preſervative of no better report 
than a horſe-drench. Is he not wounded ? he was wont 


to come home wounded. 


Vir. Oh no, no, no. 

Vol. Oh, he is wounded, I thank the Gods fort. 

Men. So do I too, if he be not too much ; brings 
z victory in his pocket? the wounds become bim. 

Vol. On's brows, Menenius; he comes the third time 
home with the oaken garland. 

Men. Hath he diſciplin'd * ſoundly ? 

Lol. Titus Lartius writes, they fought together, but 
Aufidius got off, 

Men, And twas time for him too, I'll warrant him 
that: if he had ſtaid by him, I would not have been fo 
fidius d for all the cheſts in Carioli, and the gold that's in 
them. Is the Senate poſſeſt of this? | 

Vol. Good ladies, let's go. Yes, yes, yes: the Se- 
nate has letters from the General, wherein he gives my 
ſon the whole name of the war: he hath in this action 
out-done his former deeds doubly. 

Val. In rroth, there's wondrous things ſpoke of him. 

Men. Wondrous! ay, L warrant you, and not with- 
out his true purchaſing. 

Vir. The Gods grant them true! 

Vol. True? pow, waw. ——— 

Men. True? VII be ſworn, they are true, Where is 
he wounded ? God fave your good Worlhips ;—Mar- 
cius is coming home; he has more cauſe to be proud: = 
where is he wounded ? [To the Tribunes. 

Vol. I'th' ſhoulder, and i'th' left arm; there will be 
large cicatrices to ſhew the people, when he ſhall ſtand 
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for his place. He receiv'd 1 in the repulſe of 7 arguin ſe- 
ven hurts 13h? body. 
Aen. One i'tb* neck, and ane too. tht thigh ; there's 
nine, that I know. 
ol. He had, before this | laſt expedition, ene five 
wounds upon him. 
Men. Now tis twenty ſeven; every gaſn was an ene- 
my's Grave. Hark, the trumpets. . 
[4 foout and fourifs. 
Vol. Theſe are the uſhers of Marcius ; before him he 
.Carries. noiſe, and behind bim he leaves tears; | 
Death, that dark Spirit, in'x nervy arm doth lye ; 
Which being advanc'd, declines, and then, men die. 


Trumpets ſound. Enter Cominius be General, and Ti- 
tus Lartius ; beraveen them Coriolanus, crown'd with 
an 'caken garland, with Captains ani Soldiers, and a 
"brides 
. _ Know, Rome, that all done Marcius did 
ght. 
Within Corioli gates, where de bath won, 
With fame, a name to Carus Marcint. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus ! ; 
Sound. Flouriſh. 
All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Cortiolanus ! 
Cor. No more of this, it does offend my heart; 
Pray now, no more. 
Com. Look, Sir, your mother. 
Cor. Oh! 
Vou have, I know, petition'd all the Gods | 
For my proſperity. ; [Kineele, 
Vol. Nay, my good foldier, up: | 
My gentle Marcius, worthy Caizs, and 
By deed-atchieving honour newly nam'd, 
| What is it, Coriolanus, muſt I call thee ? 
Bur oh, thy wife 
Cer. My gracious ſilence, hail! | 
Would'ſt thou have laugb'd, had I come coftin'd home, 
That weep'ft to ſee me triumph? ab, my Dear, 
Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear, 
And mothers that lack ſons. | 
Mien. Now the Gods crown thee! 


Cor. 
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Cor. And live you yet? O my ſweet Lady, pardon. 

| [To Valeria, 
Vol. I know not where to turn. O welcome home; 
And welcome, General ! y'are welcome all. 

Men. A hundred thouſand welcomes: I could weep, 
And I could laugh, I'm light and heavy ;— welcome 
A curſe begin at very root on's heart, | 
That is not glad to ſee thee, —Yow are three, 

That Rome ſhould dote on: yet, by the faith of men, 
We've ſome o1d crab-tree here at home, that will not 
Be grafted to your reliſh. Welcome, Warriors! 
We call a nettle, but a nettle; and 

The faults of fools, but folly. 

Com. Ever right. 

Cor. Menenius, ever, ever. 

Her. Give way there, and go on. 

Cor. Your hand, and yours. 
Ere in our own houſe I do ſhade my head, 
The good Patricians muſt be viſited ; 
From whom I have receiv'd not only Greetings, 
But, with them, Charge of honours. 
Vol. I have lived, 
To ſee inherited my very wiſhes, 
And buildings of my fancy ; only one thing 
Is wanting, which, I doubt not, but our Rome 
Will caſt upon thee. 
Cor. Know, good mother, 1 
Had rather be their ſervant in my way, 
Than ſway with them in theirs. 
Com. On, to-the Capitol. [Flouriſh. Cornets.. 
[Exeunt in State, as before. 
Brutus ad Sicinius, come forward. 

Bru. All tongues ſpeak of him, and the bleared fights: 
Are ſpectacled to ſee him. Your pratling nurſe 
Into a rapturelets her Baby cry, 

While ſhe chats him: the kitchen malkin pins 
Her richeſt lockram bout her reechy neck, 
Clambring the walls to eye him; ſtalls, dulks, windows, 
Are ſmother'd up, leads fill'd, and ridges hors'd 
With variable complexions; all agreeing 
In earnefinefs to ſee him: ſeld-ſhown Flamin: 
Do preſs among the popular throngs, and puff 
B 4 — 
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To win a a vulgar ſtation; our veil'd dames 
Commit the war of white and damaſk, in 
Their nicely gawded cheeks, to th* wanton ſpoit 
Of Phebus burning kiſſes ; ſuch a pother, 
As if that whatſoever God, who leads him, 
Were flily crept into his human powers, 
And gave him graceful poſture. 

Sic. On the ſudden, 


I Warrant him Conſul. 


Bru, Then our Office may, 
During bis Power, go ſleep. 

Sic. He cannot temp'rately tranſport his honours, 
From where he ſhould begin and end, but will 
Loſe thoſe he hath won. 

Bra. In that there's comfort. 

Sic. Doubt not, 

The Commoners, for whom we ſtand, but they 
Upon their ancient malice, will forget, | 

With the leaſt cauſe, theſe his new honours ; which 
That he will give, make I as little queſtion. 

As he is proud to do't. 

Bra. J heard him ſwear, 

Were he to ſtand for Conſul, never would be | 
Appear 'th* market-place, nor on him put 

The napleſs Veſture of Humility; 

Nor ſhewing, as the manner is, his wounds 

To th' people, beg their ſtinking breaths. 

Sic. Tis right. | 

Bru. It was his word: oh, he would miſs i it, rather 
Than carry it, but by the ſuit o th Gentry, 

And the deſire o'th' Nobles. 
Sic. I wiſh no better, 
Than have him hold that purpoſe, and to. put it 
In execution. 
Bru. Tis moſt like, he will. 
Sic. It ſhall be to him then, as our goes! wills, 
A ſure deſtruQion. 
Bru. $0 it muſt fall out 
'To him, or our authorities. For an end, 
We muſt ſuggeſt the people, in what hatred 
He ſtill hath held them; that to's power he would 
Have made them mules, filenc'd their Pleaders, and 
Diſproperty'd 


- 


Diſproperty'd their freedoms : holding them, 


In human action and capacity, 
Of no more ſoul nor fitneſs for the world, 
Than camels in their war, who have their provender 
Only for bearing burthens, and fore blows 
For ſinking under them. | B 
Sic. This, as you ſay, ſuggeſted 
At ſome time, when his ſoaring inſolence 
Shall reach the people, (which time ſhall not want, 
If he be put upon't ; and that's as eaſie, 
As to ſet dogs on ſheep) will be the fire 
To kindle their dry ſtubble ; and their blaze- 
Shall darken him for ever. 
| Enter a Meſſenger. 

Bru. What's the matter ? . | 
Meſ. You're ſent for to the Capitol: 'tis thought, 
That Marcius ſhall be Conſul : I have ſeen 
The dumb men throng to ſee him, and the blind 
To hear him ſpeak ; the Matrons flung their gloves, - 
Ladies and Maids their ſcarfs and handkerchiets, 
Upon him as he paſs d; the Nobles bended 
As to Jove's Statue, and the Commons made 
A ſhower and thunder with their caps and ſhouts: 

I never ſaw the like. „„ 
Bru. Lei's to the Capitol, „ 
And carry with us ears and eyes for th' time, 
But hearts for the event. | | : 
Sic. Have with you. [Exeunt.-- 


SCENE changes- to the Capitol. 
Euter tauo Officers, to lay cuſbions. 


h F (3; OME,. come, they are almoſt here; how - 
| many ſtand for Conſulſhips ? | 
2-Of. Three, they ſay; but tis thought of every 
one, Coriolanus will carry it. : . 
1 OJ. That's a brave Fellow, but he's vengeance 
proud, and loves not the common People. | 
2 Off Faith, there have been many great Men that 
have flatter'd the People, who ne'er lov'd them ; and 
there be many that .they have loved, they know not 
I, | B 5 wherefore, 
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wherefore ; ſo that if they love they know not 

they hate upon no better a ground. Therefore, for Com 
riolanus neither to care whether they love, or hate him, 
manifeſts the true knowledge he has in their diſpoſi- 
wry and out of bis noble careleſsneſs lets PIT; 

ee't 

1 Off If he did not care whether he had their love or 
no, he wav'd-ndifferently twiat doing them neither 
good, nor harm: but he ſeeks their hate with greater 
devotion than they can render it him; and leaves no- 
thing undone, that may fully diſcover him their oppo- 


ſite. No to ſeem to affect the malice and difpleaſure- 


of the People, is as bad as That, which he diſlikes, to. 

flatter them for their love. | 
2 Off. He hath deſerved worthily of bis Country : 

and his aſcent is not by ſuch eaſie degrees as thoſe, WhO 
have been ſypple and courteous io the People; bonnet- 
ted, without any further deed to heave them at all inte- 
their eſtimation and report: but he hath ſo:planted his 
honours in their eyes, and his actions in their hearts, 
that for their tongues. to be ſilent, and not confeſs ſo 
much, were a kind of ingrateful injury; to report 
otherwiſe, were a malice, that, giving it ſelf ihe lie, 
would pluck. reproof and rebuke from ev'ry ear that 
heard it. 

10. No more of him, he is a a worthy Man: make. 

way, they are coming. 

Enter the Patricians and the Tribes US wy People, 
Lifors before tbem; Coriolanus, Menenius, Comi-- 
nius the Conſul: Sicinius and Brutus take their. places. 
by themſelves. 

Men. Having determin'd of the Holſcians, and, 

To ſend for Titus Lartius, it remains, 

As the main point of this our after- meeting, 

To gratify his noble ſervice, that 

Fath thus ſtood far his Country. Therefore, Pleaſe 

ou, 

Mioſt Ke. and grave Elders, to deſire 

The preſent Conſul, and laſt General, 

In our well-found: acceſſes, | to report 

Allittle of that worthy Work per formd 

By Caius AMarcius — whom. - 1 
e- 
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We met here, both to thank, and to remember | 
With honours like himſelf. | 
1 Sen, Speak, good Cominius : 
Leave nothing out for length, and make us think, 
Rather our State's defective for requital, 
Than we to ftretch it out. Maſters o'th' People, 
We do requeſt your kindeſt ear; and, after, 
Your loving motion toward the common Body, 
To yield what paſſes here. 
dic. We are convented ; 
Upon a pleaſing Treaty; and have hearts 
Inclinable to honour and advance 
The Theam of our Aſſembly. 
Bru. Which the rather 
We ſhall be bleſt to do, if he remember 
A kinder value of the People, than 
He hath hitherto priz'd them at. 
| Men. That's off, that's off: 
IJ would, you rather had been ment; pleaſe you: 
To hear Cominius ſpeak ? 
Bru. Moſt willingly : 
But yet my caution was more pertinent, 
Than the rebuke you give it. 
Men. He loves your People, 
But tye him not to be their dec · elldw: 5: 
Worthy Cominius, ſpeak. 
| 5 * and offers to go away. 
Nay, keep your place. 
1 Sen. Sit, Coriolanus; never ſhame to hear 
What you have nobly done.. 
Cer. Your Honours' pardon : 
Thad rather have my wounds to heal again, 
Than hear ſay, how got them. 
Bru. Sir, I hope, 
My words diſ-bench'd you- -not ? 
Cor. No, Sir; yet oft, 
When blows have made me ſtay, I fled from words. 
You ſooth not, therefore hurt not: but your People, 
] love them as they weigh, 
Men. Pray now, . fit down. 
Cor. had rather have one ſcratch my head 2 
a 
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When the alarum were ftruck, than idly fit 2 
To hear my Nothings monſter d. [Exit Coriolanus. 

Men. Maſters of the People, 7 
Your multiplying ſpawn how can he flatter, 

That's thouſand to one good one? when you ſee, 

He had rather venture all his limbs for honour, 

Than one of's ears to hear't. Proceed, . Cominius. 
Com. I ſhall lack voice: the Deeds of Coriclanus 

Should not be utter'd feebly. It is held, 

That valour is the chiefeſt virtue, and 

Moſt dignifies the Haver: if it be. 

The Man, I ſpeak of, cannot in the world 

Be ſingly counter · pois'd. At ſixteen years, 

When Targuin made a head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others: our then Dictator, 
Whom with all praiſe I point at, ſaw him fight, 

When with his Amazonian chin he drove 

The briftled lips before him: he beſtrid 
An o'er-preſt Roman, and i'th' Conſul's view 
Slew three Oppoſers : Targuin's ſelf he met, 

And ſtruck him on his knee: in that day's feats, 
When he might act the Woman in the Scene, 
He prov'd beſt Man i'th' field; and for his meed: 
Was brow-bound gyith the oak. His pupil age 
Man-entred thus, Wi waned like a Sea ; 

And, in the brunt of ſeventeen battels fince, 

He lurch'd all ſwords o'th' garland. For this laſt, 

Before, and in Corioli, let me ſay, 25 

I cannot ſpeak him home: he ſtopt the fliers, 

And by his rare example made the coward. 

Turn terror into ſport. As Waves before 

A veſlel under fail, ſo Men obey'd, bers... 

And fell below his ſtern : his ſword, (death's ſtamp) 

Where it did mark, it took from face to foot: 

He was a thing of blood, whoſe every motion. 

Was tim'd with dying cries : alone he enter'd; 

The mortal Gate o'th' City, which he painted: 

With ſhunleſs deftiny : aidleſs came off, | 

And with a ſudden re-enforcement ſtruck 

. Corioli, like a planet. Nor all's this, 

For by and by the din of war gan pierce- 

His ready ſenſe, when ſtreight his doubled ſpirit 

| Requicken'd 
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Requicken'd what in fleſh was fatigate, 
And to the battle came he; where he did- 
Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 
Twere a. perpetual ſpoil.; and 'till we call'd- 
Both Field and City ours, he never ſtood. 
To eaſe his breaft with panting. 
Men. Worthy Man! 
1 Sen. He cannot but with. meaſure fit the Honours, 
Which we deviſe him.. 
Com. Our ſpoils he kick'd at, 
And look'd upon things precious,. as-they were 
The common muck o'th'world : he covets leſs. 
Than Miſery itfelf would give, rewards 
His deeds with doing them, * is content. 
To ſpend his time to end it. 
Men. He's right noble, 
Let him be call'd for. 
Sen. Call Coriolanus. 
OF. He doth appear. 
Enter Coriolanus. 
Men. The Senate, Coriolanus, are well. pleas'd 
To make thee-Conſul. 
Cor. Ido-owe them ſtill 
My life, and ſervices. 
Men. It then remains | 
Fhat you do ſpeak to th? People. 
Cor. I befeech you, | 
Let me o'er-leap that Cuſtom; for I cannot 
Put on the Gown, ſtand naked, and entreat them, 
For my wounds' fake, to give their ſuffrages: 
Pleaſe you, that I may paſs this doing. 
Sic. Sir, the People muſt have their voices, 
Nor will they beat one jot of ceremony. 
Men. Put them not to't : pray, fit you to the Cuſtom, 
And take t'ye, as your Predeceffors have, 
Your Honour with your form: 
Cor, It is a part 
That I ſhall bluſh. in acting, and might well. 
Be taken from the People. 
| Bru. Mark you That? | 
Cor. To brag unto them, thus I did, —and thus, — 
Shew them th' unaking ſcars, which I would hide 


As 
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As if I had receiv'd them for the hire 
Of their breath only 
Men. Do not ſtand upon't: 
We recommend t'pe, Tribunes of the 
Our purpoſe. to them, and to our noble Conſul 
Wiſh we all joy and honour. 
ne. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour ! 
C Flouriſb Cornet. Then Exennt.. 
| Manent Sicinius and Brutus. 
Bru, You ſee, how he intends to uſe the People. 
Sic. ny they perceive's intent l he will require 
them,, 
As if he did contemn what he requeſted: 
Should be in them to give. 
Bru. Come, we'll inform them: 
Of our proceedings here: on th' market place, 
I know they do attend us. [Excunt.. 


SCENE changes to the Forum. 


| Enter ſeven or eight Citizem. 


1 Cit. NCE, if he do require our voices, we oughti 
not to deny bim. 

2 Cit. We may, Sir, if we will. 

3. Cit. We have Power in our {elves to do it, but i it 
is a Power that we have no Power to do; for if ke 
ſhew us his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are to 
put our. tongues into thoſe wounds, and ſpeak for 
them: ſo, if be tells us his noble needs, we muſt allo: 
tell him our noble acceptance of them. Ingratitude is 
monſtrous; and for the multitude to be ingrateful, 
were to make a monſter of the multitude ;-of the. which 
we being Members, ſhould. bring our ſelves to be mon- 
ſtrous Members. 

1 x. Cit. And to make us no beiter thought of a liule 
help will ſerve: for once when We ſtood up about the 
Corn, he himſelf fluck not to call us the emuny-headed : 
multitude. . 
3 Cit. We have been call'd'fo of many; not that 
our . are ben, ſome 228815 ſome auburn, 
ſome. 
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fome bald; but that our wits are ſo diverſly colour'd.;. 
and truly, 1 think, if all our wits were to iſſue out of 
one ſcull, they would fly Eaſt, Weſt, North, South; 
and their conſent of one direct way would de at once 
to all Points o'th' Compaſs. 

2 Cit. Think you ſo ? which way, do you judge, my 
wit would fly? 

3 Cit. Nay, your wit will not. ſo ſoen out as another 
man's will, tis ſtrongly wedg'd up in a blockhead :. but 
if it were at liberty, *twould, ſure, ſouthward, 

2 Cit. Why that way ?. 

3 Cit. To loſe itſelf in a- fog; where being three: 
parts melted: away. with rotten dews, the fourth would 
return for conſcience ſake, to help to get thee a Wife. 

2 Cit.. You. are never without your tricks— you. may, 
you may 

3; Cit. Are you all reſolved to give your voices? but: 
that's no matter, the greater part carries it. I ſay, if: 
he would incline to the People, there was never a wor- 
mier Man. | 
| Enter. Coriolanus in a Gown, with Menenius. 
Here he comes, and in the Gown of Humility, mark 
his behaviour: we are not to ſtay all together, but to 
come by him where he ſtands, by one's, by two's, and 
by three's. He's to make his requeſts by particulars, 
wherein every one of us bas a ſingle honour, in giving. 
him our own voices-with our own tongues: therefore 
follow me, and Ill direct you. how you ſhall 8⁰ oy him.. 

All. Content, content. 

Men. Oh, Sir, you. are. not right; have you not; 

on. 

The worthieſt Men have done t? 

Cor. What muſt I lay? 
Iipray, Sir, —plague upon't, I cannot bring 
My tongue to ſuch a pace! Look, Sir, —-my wounds 
L got them in my Country's ſervice, when 
Some certain of your Brethren roar'd and ran 
From noiſe of our own drums. 

Men. Oh me, the Gods! . 
Mou muſt not ſpeak of that; you muſt deſire them 
To think upon ou. N 

Cor. 
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Cor. Think upon me? hang em. 

PT would they would forget me, like the Virtues: 
Which our Divines-loſe by em. 

Men. You'll mar all.. 

I' leave you: pray you, ſpeak to N. 1 pray you, 
In wholſome manner. Exit. 
Citixens approach. 

Car. Bid them waſh their faces, 

And keep their teeth clean. —So, here comes a brace: 
Lou know the cauſe, Sirs, of my ſtanding here. 

1. Cit. We do, Sir; tell us: What hath. brought you 

to't. 

Cor. Mine own deſert. 

2. Cit. Vour own deſert? 

Cor. Ay, not mine own deſire? 

1 Cit. How! not your own deſire? 

Cor. No, Sir, twas never my deſire yet to trouble 
the Poor with begging. 

x Cit. Lou muſt think, if we give you any thing, 
we 1 to gain by you. 

Cor. Well then, I pray, your price o ch Conſulſhip 7 

1. Ct. The price is, to aſt it kindly. 

Cor. Kindly, Sir, I pray, Jet me ha't: T have wounds 
to thew you, which ſhall be yours in private: your. 
good voice, Sir; what ſay you? 

2 Cit. You ſhall ha't, worthy Sir. 

Cor. A mateh, Sir ;- there's in all two worthy | voices 
begg d: Lade your alms, adieu. 

1 Cit. But this is ſomething odd. 
2. Cit. An * twere to give again: but tis no matter. 


[Exeunt.. 
Java other Citizens. 


Cor. Pray you now, if it may ſtand with the tune of 
your voices, that I may be Conſul, 1 have here, ther 
cuſtomary Gown. 

1 Cit. You have deferved. nobly of your Country, 
and you have not deſerved nobly. 
Cor. Your ænigma. | 

1 Cit. You have been a ſcourge to her enemies eu 
have been a rod to her friends; you have not, indeed, 
loved the common People. 
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Cor. You ſhould account me the more virtuous, that 
J have not been common in my love; I will, Sir, 
flatter my ſworn Brother, the People, to earn a dear- 
er eſtimation of them; 'tis a condition they account 
gentle: and ſince the wiſdom of their choice is rather 
to have my cap than my heart, I will praGtiſe the infi- 
nuating nod, and be off io them moſt counterfeitly: 
that is, Sir, | will counterfeit the bewitchment of ſome 
popular Man, and give it bountifully to the Deſirers: 
therefore, beſeech you, I may be Conſul. 
2 Cit. We hope to find you our Friend; and there- 
fore give you our voices heartily. 
s Cit. You have received many wounds for your 
Country. : 
Cor. T will not ſeal your knowledge with ſhewing 
them. I will make much of your voices, and ſo trou- 
ble you no further. . 
Both. The Gods give you joy, Sir, heartily ! ¶Exeunt. 
; Cor. Moſt ſweet voices 
Better it is to die, better to ſtarve, | 
Than crave the hire, which firſt we do deſerve. 
Why in this wolviſh Gown ſhould I ſtand here, 
To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear, | 
Their needleſs Voucher? Cuſtom calls me tot 
What Cuſtom wills in all things, ſhould we do't, 
The duſt on antique time would lye unſwept, 
And mountainous error be too highly heapt, 
For truth to oer- peer. Rather than fool it ſo, 
Let the high Office and the Honour go 
Io one that would do thus. — I am half through ; 
The one part ſuffer'd, the other will I do. 
Three Citizens more. 
Here come more voices. 
Your voices—for your voices I have fought, 
Watch'd for your voices; for your voices, bear 
Of wounds two dozen and odd: battels thrice fix 
I've ſeen, and heard of: for your voices, have 
Done many things,. fome leſs ſome more : 
voices -— 
Indeed, I would be Conſul. 
1 Cit. He has done nobly, and cannot go without 


\ 


any honeſt man's voice. 


your 


2 Cit. 
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2 Cit. Therefore let him be Conſul, the Gods give 
kim joy, and make him a good friend to the People. 
All. Amen, amen. God ſave thee, noble Conful. 
| [Excunt. 
Cor. Worthy woke 
Emer Menenius, with Brutus and Sicinius. 
Men. You've ftood pre limitation : and the web: 
bunes 
Endue you with the People's voice. Remains, 
'That in th' official marks inveſted, you 
Anon do meet the Senate. 
Cor. Is this done? 
Sie. The Cuſtom of Requeſt you have diſcharg' d: 
The people do admit you, and are ſummon'd | 
To meet anon, upon your approbation. 
Cor. Whiere? at the Senate-houſe? 
Cic. There, Coriolanus. 
Cir. May I change theſe —— 
Sic. You may, Sir. | 
Cor. That Tl iraight do: and Rong * 
A ' 
Repair hs Senate-houſe. 
Nen. I'll keep you company. Will you along? 
Bru. We ſtay here for the people. 
Sis. Fare you well. [Exeunt Corio). and Men. 
He has it now, and by his looks, — 
Tis warm at's heart. | 
Bru. With. a proud heart he wore 
His bumble Weeds: will you:diſmiſs the people? 
Enter Plebeians, 
Sic. How now, my maſters, have you choſe this mant 
1 Cit. He has our voices, Sir. 
Bru. We pray the Gods, de may deſerve your 
loves! | 
2 Cit. Amen, Sir: to my poor unworthy notice, 
He mock'd us, when he begg'd our voices. 
3 Cit. Certainly, he flouted us down-right. 
1 Cit. Es” tis his kind of ſpeech, he did not mock 


2 Cit. 150 one amongſt us, ſave yourſelf, but fays, 
He us'd us ſcornfully : he ſhould have ſhew'd us 


His marks of merit, wounds receiv'd for's Country. 
Sic. 
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Sic. Why, ſo he did, I am ſure. 
All, No, no man ſaw em. Ek | 
3 Cit. He ſaid, he'd wounds, which he could ſhew 
in private ; | 3 
And with his cap, thus waving it in ſcorn, 
I would be Conſul, ſays he: aged Cuftom, 
But by your voices, will not fo permit me; 
Your voices therefore : when we granted that, 
Here was —I thank you for your voices - thank you — 
Your moſt ſweet voices--now you have left your voices, 
J have nothing further with you. Wa'n't this mockery ? * 
Sic. Why, either, were you ignorant to ſec't? 
Or ſeeing it, of ſuch childiſh friendlineſs 
To yield your voices? 
Bru. Could you not bave told him, 
As you were lefſen'd; when he had no Power, 
But was a petty ſervant to the State, 
He was your enemy; ſtill ſpake againſt 
Your liberties, and charters that you bear 
Pth' body of the weal: and now arriving 
At place of potency, and ſway o'th' State 
If he ſhould ſtill malignantly remain 
Faſt foe to the Plebejans, your voices might 
Be curſes to yourſelves, You ſhould have faid, 
That as his worthy deeds did claim no leſs 
Than what he ſtood for; fo his gracious Nature 
Would think upon you for your voices, and 
Tranſlate his malice tow'rds you, into love, 
Standing your friendly lord. | 
Sic. Thus to have faid, | 
As you were fore-advis'd, had touch'd his ſpirit, 
And try'd his inclination ; from him pluckt 
Either his gracious promiſe, which you might, 
As cauſe had call'd you up, have held him to; 
Or elſe it would have gall'd his'farly nature; 
Which eafily endures not article, 
Tying him to ought; fo, putting him to rage, 
You ſhould have ta'en th' advantage of his cholen, 
And paſs d him uneleQed. | 
Bru. Did you perceive, 
He did ſollicit you in free contempt, 
When he did need your loves? and do you think, 
That 
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That his contempt ſhall not be bruiſing to you, | 
When he hath power to cruſh ? why had your bodies- 
No heart among you? or had you-tongues, to-cry. 
Againſt the reQorſhip of judgment?. | 
Sic. Have eu. | 
Ere now, deny'd the aſker? and, now again N 
On him that did not aſk, but mock, beſtow 4 
Your ſa'd for tongues ? | 
3 Cit. He's not confirm'd, we may deny him yet. 
2 Cit. And will deny him: | 
Ell have five hundred voices-of that ſound. 9 1 
1 Cit. I, twice five hundred, and their friends to 
piece em. ta 
Bru. Get you hence inftantly, and tell thoſe friends, 
They've choſe a Conſul that will. from them take 
Their liberties ; make them of no more voice 
Than dogs that are as often beat for barking, 
As therefore kept to do ſo. 11 
Sic. Let them aſſemble; L : 
And on a ſafer Judgment all revokeaea 
Your ignorant election: enforce his Pride, 
And his old hate to you: beſides, forget not, 
With what contempt he wore the humble Weed; 
How in his ſuit he ſcorn'd you : but your loves,. 
Thinking upon his ſervices, took from you 
The apprehenſion of his preſent portance; 
Which gibingly, ungravely, he did faſhion 
After th inveterate hate he bears to oñũ9... 
Bru. Nay, lay a fault on us, your Tribunes, that” 
We labour d (no impediment between); 
But that you muſt caſt your election on him. 
Sic, Say, you choſe him, more after our command 
ment, ö 8 
Than guided by your own affections; | 
And that your minds,. pre-occupied with what 
Fou rather muſt do, than what you ſhould do, 
Made you againft the grain to voice him Conſul. 
Lay the fault on us. | | | 
Bru. Ay, ſpare us not: ſay, we read lectures to you, 
How youngly he began to ſerve his Country, 12 
How long continued; and what ſtock he ſprings * a 
ne. 
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The noble Houſe of Marcius; from whence came 
"That AHacus Marcius Numa's daughter's ſon, 
Who, after great Hoſſilius, here was King: 
Of the ſame houſe Publius and Quintus were, 
That our beſt water brought by conduits hither, 
And Cen/orinus, darling of the People, 


And nobly nam'd ſo for twice being Cenſor) 
Was his great Anceſtor. 


Sic. One thus deſcended, 
That hath beſide well in his Perſon 8 : 
To be ſet high in place, we did commend 
To your remembrances ; but you have found, 
Scaling, his preſent Bearing with his paſt, 
That he's your fixed enemy, and revoke 
Your ſudden approbation. 
Bru. Say, you ne'er had don't, 
(Harp on that till) but by our putting on; 
And preſently, when you have drawn your number, 
Repair to th' Capitol. 
All. We will ſo; almoſt all repent in their election. 


[Exeunt Plebeians. - 
Bru. Let them go on : 


This mutiny were better put in hazard, 
Than ftay paſt doubt for greater: 
If, as his nature is, he fall in rage 
With their refuſal, both obſerve and anſwer 
The vantage of his anger. 
Sic. To th' Capitol, come; 

We will be there before the ſtream o'th' people: 
And this thall ſeem, as partly tis, their own, 


Which we have goaded onward. [Exeunt. 


ACT 


To oppoſe his hatred fully. 


The tongues o 'rh* common mouth: 1 do deſpiſe them 
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ACT It: 
SCEN E, a public Street in Rome: 


Cornets. Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius, 
Titus Lartius, and other Senators. 


Cor. 2 Aufidins then had made new head? 


Lart. He had, my Lords and that it was, 


Which caus'd - 
Our ſwifter compoſition. _ 
Cor. So then the Volſcians ſtand but as at firſt, 
Ready, when time ſhall prompt them, to make road 
Upon's again. 


Com. They re worn, Lord: Cenſu!, ſo; 


| That we ſhall hardly in our ages fee” wi 4 


Their Banners wave again, 

Cor. Saw. you Aufidius ? 

Lart. On ſafe-guard he came to me, and did curſe 
Againſt the Yo//cians, for they had fo vilely 
Yielded the Town; he is retir'd to l 

Cor. Spoke he of me? | 

Lart. He did, my Lord. 


Cor. How ?-— what? —— t 


Lart. How often he had met you, ſword to ſword : 
That of all things upon the earth he hated | 
Your perſon moſt: that he would pawn his fortunes | | 


_ To hopeleſs reſtitution, ſo he might 


Be call'd your vanquiſher. 

Cor. At Antium lives he? 

Lart. At Antium. 

Cor. I wiſh, I had a cauſe to ſeek him there; 
Welcome home. 


[To Lartius, 
Emer Sicinius and Brutus. 
Behold! theſe are the Tribunes of the people, 


For 


E 
F. 
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For they do prank them in authority 
Againſt all noble ſufferance. | 
Sic. Paſs no further. 
Cor. Hah! what 2 — 
Bra. It will be dangerous to go on - no further. 
Cor. What makes this change? 
Men. The matter? 
Com. Hath he not paſs'd the Nobles ant: the Com- 
mons ? — 
Bru. Cominius, no. 
Cor. Have I had childrens voices ? 
Sen, Tribunes, give way; he ſhall to ww 1 
place. 
Bru, The people are incens'd againſt him. 
Sic. Stop. 
Or all will Fall in broil. 
Cor. Are theſe your herd? > 
Muſt theſe have voices, that can yield them now, 
And ſtraight diſclaim their tongues ? what are your 
offices? 
You being their mouths, why rule you not their teeth ? 
Have you not ſet them on? 
Men. Be calm, be = 
Cor. It is a purpos d thing, and grows. by plot, 
To curb the will of the Nobiliiy: 
Suffer't, and live with ſuch as cannot rule, 
Nor ever will be rul'd. 
Bru. Call't not a plot; | 
The people cry, you mock'd them and, of late, 
Whea corn was given them gratis, yeu-r: pin d; 
Scandal'd the ſuppliants for the people; call'd them 
Time-pleaſers, flatterers, foes to Nobleneſs. | 
Cor. Why, this was known before. 
Bru. Not to them all. 
Cor. Have you inform'd them fince? 
Bru, How! I inform them ! 
Cor. You are like to do ſuch buſineſs. | 
Bru, Not unlike, each way, to better yours, 
Cor. Why then ſhould I be Conſul? by yond clouds, 
Let me deſerve ſo ill as you, and make me 
Four Fellow-Tribune. 
Sic. 
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Sic. You ſhew too much of That, 
For which the people ſtir; if you will paſs 
To where you're bound, you muſt enquire your way 
Which you are out of, with a gentler ſpirit, 
Or never be ſo noble as a Conſul, | 
Nor yoak with him for Tribune. 
Men. Let's be calm. 
Com. The people are abus'd. —Set on e pal- 
trin 
Becomes not Rome ; nor has Coriolanus 
Deſerv'd this fo diſhonour'd Rub, laid falſly 
Pth' plain way of his merit. 
Cor. Tell me of corn! 
This was my ſpeech, and I will ſpeak again | 
Men. Not now, not now. 
Sen. Not in this heat, Sir, now. 
Cor. Now as I live, I will —- | 
As for my nobler friends, I crave their pardons : 
But for the mutable rank-ſcented Many, 
Let them regard me, as I do not flatter, 
And there behold themſelves : I ſay again, 
In ſoothing them, we nouriſ gainſt our Senate 
The cockle of rebellion, inſolence, ſedition, 
Which we ourſelves have plow'd for, ſow'd and ſcatter'd, 
By mingling them with us, the honour'd number : 
Who lack not Virtue, no, nor Power, but that 
Which we have given to beggars. 
Men. Well, no more 
Sen. No more words, we beſeech * — 
Cor. How — no more! 
As for my Country I have ſhed my blood, 
Not fearing outward force; fo ſhall my lungs 
Coin words 'till their decay, againſt thoſe meaſles, - 
Which we diſdain ſhould tetter us, yet ſeek 


— 


To La Ha very way to catch them. 


ou ſpeak o'th' people, as you were a God 
To puniſh, not a man of their infirmity. 
Sic. Twere well, we let the people know't. 
Men. What, what ! his choler ? 
Cor. Choler! were I as patient as the midnight ſleep, 
” mt 'twould be my mind. : 
ic, 
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Sic. It is a mind 5 | 
That ſhall remain a poiſon where it is, 
Not poiſon any further. 
Cor. Shall remain? 
Hear you this Triton of the minnows? mark you 
His abſolute /hall ? | | 
Com. Twas from the canon. 
Cor. Shall! | 
O good, but moſt unwiſe Patricians, why, 
You grave, but wreakleſs Senators, have you thus 
Given Hydra here to chuſe an officer, 
That with his peremptory hall, being but 
The horn and noiſe o'th' monſters, wants not ſpirit 
To ſay, he'll turn your current in a ditch, 
And make your channel his? If he have power, 
Then veil your ignorance ; if none, awake 
Your dangerous lenity : if you are learned, 
Be not as common fools ; if you are not, 
Let them have cuſhions by you. You're Plebeians, 


If they be Senators; and they are no leſs, 


When, both your voices blended, the great'ſt taſte 
Moſt palates theirs. They chuſe their magiſtrate ! 
And ſuch a one as he, who puts his /ball, 
His popular hall, againſt a graver Bench 


Than ever frown'd in Greece! By Fove himſelf, 


It makes the Conſuls baſe ; and my ſoul akes 
To know, when two authorities are up, 
Neither ſupream, how ſoon Confuſion 

May enter 'twixt the gap of Both, and take 


The one by th' other. 


Com. Well — On to th' market-place. 

Cor. Who ever gave that counſel, to give forth 
The corn o'th' ſtorehouſe, gratis, as twas us'd 
Sometime in Greece So 

Men. Well, well, no more of that. 


Cor. Though there the people had more abſolute 


Power: | 
I fay, they nouriſh'd diſobedience, fed 
The ruin of the State. 
Bru. Why ſhall the people give 
One, that ſpeaks thus, their voice ? 


Cor. 


. ͤ—Lo¹ ——— ———_ 4 K — l 
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Cor. I'Il give my reaſons, | 
More worthy than their voice. They know, the corn 
Was not our recompence ; reſling afſur'd, A 
They ne'er did ſervice for't ; being preſt to th' war, 
Even when the navel of the State was touch'd, 

They would net thread the gates: this kind of ſervice 
Did not deſerve corn gratis: Being i'th' war, 
Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they ſhew'd 
Moſt valour, ſpoke not for them. Th' accuſation, 
Which they have often made againſt the Senate, 

All cauſe unborn, could never be the native 

Of our fo frank donation. Well, what then ? 

How ſhall this Boſom-multiplied digeſt 

The Senate's courteſie? let deeds expreſs, 

What's like to be their words—we did requeſt it— 


WMWe are the greater poll, and in true fear 


They gave us our demands. — Thus we debaſe 
The nature of our Seats, and make the rabble 

Call our cares, fears ; which will in time break ope 
The locks o'th* Senate, and bring in the crows 


To peck the eagles— 


Men. Come, enough, 
Bru. Enough, with over meaſure. 


Cor. No, take more. 
What may be ſworn by, both divine and human, 
Seal what I end withal !—This double worſhip, 
Where one part does diſdain with cauſe, the other 
Inſult without all reaſon ; where gentry, title, wiſdom, 
Cannot conclude but by the yea and no 
Of gen'ral ignorance, it muſt omit 
Real neceſſities, and give way the while | 
T unſtable ſlightneſs ; purpoſe fo barr'd, it follows, 


Nothing is done to purpoſe. Therefore, beſeech you, 


You that will be leſs fearful than diſcreet, 
hat love the fundamentai part of State | 

More than you doubt the change of't ; that prefer 
A noble life before a long, and wiſh 95 
To vamp a body with a dangerous phyſick, 
That's ſure of death without ;) at once pluck out 
The multitudinous tongue, let them not lick 
The ſweet which is their poiſon. Your diſhonour 
Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the State 


Of 


Of 
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Of that integrity which ſhould become it : 


Not having power to do the good it would, 
For th' ill which doth controul it. 
Bru. H'as ſaid enough. 


Sic. Has ſpoken like a traitor, and ſhall anſwer 
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| As traitors do. 


Cor. Thou wretch ! Deſpight o'erwhelm thee !—— 
What ſhould the people do wich theſe bald Tribunes? 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To th' greater bench. In a Rebellion, 

When what's not meet, but what muſt be, was law, 
Then were they choſen ; in a better hour, 
Let what is meet, be ſaid, it muſt be meet, 
And throw their Power i'th' duſt. 
Bru. Manifeſt treaſon 
Sic. This a Conſul? no. 


Bru, The Aiiles, ho! let him be apprehended. 


[Adiles enter, 
Sic. Go call the people, in whoſe name myſelf 
Attach thee as a traiterous innovator : 
A foe to th' publick weal. Obey, I charge thee, 
And follow to thine anſwer. 


| [Laying hold on Coriolanus. 
Cor. Hence, old goat! | 


All. We'll ſurety him. 
Com. Ag'd Sir, hands off. 


Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I ſhall ſhake thy bone 
Out of thy garments. 


Sic, Help me, citizens. 
Enter a Rabble of Plebeians, with the ZEdiles. 
Men. On both fides, more reſped. 


Sic. Here's he, that would take from you all your 
ower. 


Bru. Seize him, Adiles. 
All. Down with him, down with him ! 
2 Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons! 


[ They all buſtle about Cotiolanus. 
Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens what hoe 


Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens! 
All. Peace, peace, peace, ſtay, hold, peace! | 
| Men. What is about to be?—I am out of breath; 

G2 
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52 CORIOL ANUS. 
Confuſion's near, I cannot ſpeak. — You Tribunes, _ 
Coriolanus, patience ; ſpeak, Sicinius. 2 | 
Sic. Hear me, people peace. 
All. mn our Tribune ; peace, ſpeak, ſpeak, 
peak. 
Sic. You are at point to loſe your liberties : 
Marcius would have all from you : Marcius, 
Whom late you nam'd for Conſul. 
- - Wen. Fic, he, he. > | 
This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 
Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat. 
Sic. What is the city, but the people ? 
All. True, the people are the city. | 
_ Bru. By the conſent of all, we were eſtabliſh'd 
The people's magiſtrates, 5 
All. You fo remain. 
Men. And ſo are like to doo. 
Cor. That is the way to lay the city flat; 
To bring the roof to the foundation, 
And bury all, which yet diſtinQly ranges, 
In heaps and piles of ruin. 
Sic. This deſerves death. 
Bru. Or let us ſtand to our Authority, 
Or let us loſe it ; we do here pronounce, 
Upon the part o'th* people, in whoſe power 
We were elected theirs, Marcius is worthy 
Of preſent death. 
Sic. Therefore lay hold on him ; 
Bear him to th' rock Tarpeian, and from thence 
Into deſtruQtion caſt him. | 
Bru. AEdiles, ſeize him. 
All Phe. Yield, Marcius, yield. 
Men. Hear me one word; *beſeech you, Tribunes, 
hear me but a word 47 
Adiles. Peace, peace. 
Men. Be that you ſeem, truly your Country's friends, 
And temp'rately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redreſs. 
Bru. Sir, thoſe cold ways, | 
That ſeem like prudent helps, are very poiſonous, 
Where the diſeaſe is violent, Lay hands on him, 
And bear him to the Rock. [Cor. draws * 
| or. 
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Cor. No; I'll die here. 
There's ſome among you have beheld me fighting, 
Come try upon yourſelves, what you have ſeen me. 
Men. Down with that ſword ; T * withdraw a 
while. 
. Bru, Lay hands upon him. 
Men. Help Marcius, help —you that be noble, help 
him young and old. 
All. Down with him, down with him [ Exeunt. 
[ln this mutiny, the Tribunes, the Adiles, and the 
people are beat in. 
Men. Go, get you to your houſe ; be gone, away, 
All will be naught elſe. 
2 Sen, Get you gone. 
Com. Stand faſt, we have as many friends as enemies. 
Men. Shall it be put to That? 
Sen. The Gods forbid ! 
I pr'ythee, noble friend, home to thy houſe, 
Leave us to cure this cauſe. 
Men. For tis a ſore, 


| You cannot tent yourſelf ; begone, 'beſeech you. 


Com. Come, Sir, along with us. 
Men. I would, they were Barbarians, (as they are, 
Though in Rome litter' d; (not Romans :) as are 
not, 
Though calved in the porch o'th' Capitol :) 
Be gone, put not your worthy rage into your tongue, 
One time will owe another. 
Cor. On fair ground I could beat forty of them. 
Men. 1 could myſelf take up a brace o'th' beſt of 
them; yea, the two Tribunes. 
Com. But now *tis odds beyond arithmetick ; 
And manhood it call'd fool'ry, when it ſtands 
Againſt a falling fabrick. Will you hence, 
Before the tag return, whoſe rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and o'erbear 
What they are us'd to bear. 
Men. Pray you, be gone : 
I'll try, if my old wit be in requeſt 
With thoſe that have but little; this muſt be patcht 
With cloth of any colour. 
Com. Come, away. [Exeunt Coriolanus and Cominius. 
C3 | I Len. 
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1 Len. This man has marr'd his fortune. 
len. His nature is too noble for the world: 


He would not flatter Neptune for his trident, 


Or Jove for's power to thunder: his heart's his mouth: 
What his breaſt forges, that his tongue muſt vent ; 

And being angry, does forget that ever 

He heard the name of death. [4 noiſe within, 


Here's goodly work. 


2 Sen. I would they were a- bed. 
Men. I would, they were in Tyber — What, the ven- 
eance, | 
Could he not ſpeak 'em fair ? 
Enter Brutus and Sicinius, with the rabble again. 
Sic. Where is this viper, 
That would depopulate the city, and 
Be every man himſelf ? 
Men. You worthy Tribunes- 
Sic. He ſhall be thrown down the Tar;eian Rock 
With rigorous hands ; he hath reſiſted Law, 
And therefore Law ſhall ſcorn him further tryal 
Than the ſeverity of publick Power, 
Which he ſo ſets at nought. 
- 1 Cit, He ſhall well know, the noble Tribunes are 
The people's mouths, and we their hands, 
AJ. He ſhall, be ſure on't. 
Mer. Sir, ir — 
Sic. Peace. 
Men. Do not cry havock, where you ſhould but hunt. 
With modeſt warrant. | | | 
Sic. Sir, how comes it, you 
Have holp to make this reſcue ? 
Men. Hear me ſpeak ; 


As I do know the Conſal s worthineſs, 


So can I name his faults— 
Sic. Conſul !--what Conſul ! 
Men. The Conſul Coriolanus. 
Bru. He Conſul ! - 
All. No, no, no, no, no. 

Men. If by the ene leave, and yours, good 
people, 

1 — 5 be heard, I'd crave a word or two; 
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The which ſhall turn you to no further harm, 
Than fo much loſs of time. 

Sic. Speak briefly then, 
For we are peremptory to diſpatch 
This viperous Traitor; to eject him hence, 
Were but our danger ; and to keep him here, 
Our certain death; therefore it is decreed, 
He dies to night. | 
Men. Now the good Gods forbid, 
That our renowned Rome, whoſe gratitude 
Tow'rds her deſerving children is enroll'd 
In Fove's own book, like an unnatural dam 
Should now eat up her own ! 

Sic. He's a difeaſe that muſt be cut away. 

Men. Oh, he's a limb, that has but a diſeaſe; 
Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it, eaſy. ay 
What has he done to Rome, that's worthy death ? 
Killing our enemies, the blood he hath loſt 
(Which I dare vouch, is more than that he bath, 

By many an ounce) he dropt it for his Country: 

And what is left, to loſe it by his Country, 

Were to us all that do't, and ſuffer it, 

A brand to th' end o'th' world. 

Sic. This 1s clean kamme. | 

Bru. Meerly awry : when he did love his Country, 
It honour'd him. | 

Men. The ſervice of the foot 
Being once gangreen'd, it is not then reſpected 
For what before it was 

Bru. We'll hear no more. 

Purſue him to his houſe, and pluck him thence; 
Leſt his infection, being of a catching nature, 
Spread further. | 
Men. One word more, one word: 
This tyger footed rage, when it ſhall find 
The harm of unſkann'd ſwiftneſs, will (too late) 
Tye leaden pounds to's heels. Proceed by proceſs, 
Left Parties (as he is belov'd) break out, 
And ſack great Rome with Romans. 
Bru, If *twere fo 
Sic. What do ye talk? 
C 4 Have 
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Have we not had a taſte of his obedience ? 

Our A iailes ſmote, our ſelves reſiſted, come —— 
Men. Conſider this; he hath been bred th? war 

Since he could draw a ſword, and is ill- ſchool'd 

In boulted language ; meal and bran together 

He throws without diſtinction. Give me leave, 

FIl go to bim, and undertake to bring him 

Where he ſhall anſwer by a lawful form, 

In peace, to his utmoſt peril. 
1 Sen. Noble Tribunes, 

It is the humane way: the other courſe 

Will prove too bloody, and the end of it 

Unknown to the beginning. 
Sic. Noble Menenius, 

Be you then as the People's officer. 

Maſters, lay down your weapons. 
Bru. Go not home. 
Sic. Meet on the forum; we'll attend you there, 

Where, if you bring not Marcius, we'll proceed 

In our firſt way. - 
Men. I'll bring him to you. 

Let me deſire your company; he muſt come, 

Or what 1s worſt will follow. | | 
1 Sen. Pray, let's to him. | Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to Coriolanus's Hoſe. 


Enter Coriolanus, with Noble, | 


Cor. 1 ET them pull all about mine Fark pn 
H me 

Death on the wheel, or at wild horſes heels, | 

Or pile ten hills on the 7 arpeian Rock, 

That the precipitation might down ſtretch 

Below the beam of ſight, yet will I ſtill 

Be thus to them. 


Enter Volumnia. 
Noble. You do the nobler. 
Cor. I muſe, my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
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To call them woollen vaſſals, things created 
To buy and (ell with groats ; to ſhew bare heads 
In congregations, yawn, be ſtill, and wonder, 
When one but of my Ordinance ſtood up 
'To ſpeak of Peace or War; (I talk of you) 
Why did you wiſh me milder? would you have me 
Falſe to my nature? rather ſay, I play 
The man I am. 

Vol. Oh, Sir, Sir, Sir, 
I would have had you put your Power well on, 
Before you had worn it out. 

Cor. Let it go. 

Vol. You might have been enough the man you are, 
With ſtriving leſs to be ſo. Leſſer had been 
The thwartings of your diſpoſitions, if 
You had not ſhew'd them how you were diſpos'd 
Ere they lack'd power to croſs you. 
Cor, Let them hang. 
Vol. Ay, and burn too. 

Enter Menenius, with the Senators. 

Men. Come, come, you've been too rough, ſome- 
thing too rough : 5 
You muſt return, and mend it. 

Sen, There's no remedy, 
Unleſs, by not ſo doing, our good City 
Cleave in the midſt, and periſh. 

Vol. Pray, be counſell'd; 
I have a heart as little apt as yours, 
But yet a brain that leads my ule of anger 
To better vantage. | 

Mex. Well ſaid, noble woman: 
Before he ſhould thus ſtoop to th' Herd, but that 
The violent fit o'th' times craves it as phy ſick 
For the whole State, I'd put mine armour on, 
Which I can ſcarcely bear. 755 

Cor. What muſt I do? 

Men. Return to th' Tribunes. 

Cor. Well, what then? what then? 

Men. Repent what you have ſpoke. 

Cor. For them ?—I cannot do it tor the Gods, 


Muſt I then do't to them? 
| C 5 Fail. 
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Vol. You are too abſolute, 


Tho' therein you can never be too dad 


But when Extremities ſpeak. I've heard you ſay, 
Honour and policy, like unſever'd Friends, 
Pth' war do grow together: grant That, and tell me 
In peace, what each of them by th' other loſes, 
That they combine not there? 

Cor. Tuſh, tuſh —— 

Men. A good demand. 

Vol. If it be honour in your wars, to ) ſeem 
The fame you are not, which for your beſt ends 
You call your policy : kow is t leſs, or worſe, 
That it ſhall hold companionſhip in peace 
With Honour, as in War; fince that to both 
It ftand in like requeſt ? 

Cer. Why force you this ? 

Vol. Becauſe it lies on you to ſpeak to th' people: 
Not by your own inſtruction, nor by th? matter 
Which your heart prompts you to, but with ſuch words 
But roated in your tongue; baſtards, and ſyllables 
Of no allowance, to your boſom's truth. 
Now, this no more diſhonours you at all, 
Than to take in a Town with gentle words, 
Which elſe would put you to your fortune, and 
The hazard of much blood. 
1 would diſſemble with my nature, where 
My fortunes, and my friends at ſtake, requir'd 
1] ſhould do ſo in honour. I'm in this 
Your wife, your Son, theſe Senators, the Nobles.— 
And you will rather ſhew our general lowts 
How you can frown, than ſpend a fawn upon 'em, 
For the inheritance of their loves, and e 
Of what that Want might ruin ! | 

Men. Noble Lady ! 
Come, go with us, ſpeak fair: you may ſalve fo 
Not what is dangerous preſent ; but the loſs 
Of what 1s paſt. 

Vol. I priyibee now, my Son, 
Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand, 
And thus far having ſtretch'd it (here be with them) 
Thy knee buſſing the ſtones; (for on ſuch bufineſs 
Actticn is eloquence, and the eyes of th' ignorant 

More 


— 


CORIOLANUS. 59 


More learned than the ears ;) waving thy head, 

Which often, thus, correcting thy ſtout heart, 
Now humble as the ripeſt Mulberry, 

That will not hold the handling: or ſay to them, 

Thou art their Soldier, and, being bred in broils, 

Haſt not the ſoft way, which thou doſt confeſs | 

Were fit for thee to uſe, as they to claim, 

In aſking their good loves; but thou wilt frame 

Thyſelf (forſooth) hereafter theirs ſo far, 

As thou haſt power and perſon. 

Men. This but done, | 
Ev'n as ſhe ſpeaks, why, all their hearts were yours: 
For they have pardons, being aſk'd, as free, 

As words to little purpoſe. 

Vol. Pr'ythee now, | 
Go and be rul'd: altho', J know, thou'dſt rather 
Follow thine enemy in a fiery Gulf | 
Than flatter him in a bower. | 

| Enter Cominius. 
Here is Cominius. | 

Com. I' ve been i'th' Market-place, and, Sir, 'tis fit 
You have ſtrong Party, or defend yourſelf 
By calmneſs, or by abſence: all's in anger. 

Men. Only fair ſpeech. 

Com. I think, *twill ſerve, if he 
Can thereto frame his ſpirit. 

Vol. He muſt and will: 

Pr'ythee now, ſay you will, and go about it. 

Cor. Muſt I go ſhew them my unbarbed ſconce? 
Muſt my baſe tongue give to my noble heart 
A lie, that it muſt bear? well, I will do't: 

Yet were there but this ſingle Plot to loſe, 

This mould of Marcus, they to duſt ſhould grind it, 
And throw't againſt the wind. To th' Market- place! 
You've put me now to ſuch a Part, which never 

I ſhall diſcharge to th' life. 

Com. Come, come, we'll prompt you. 

Vol. Ay, pr'ythee now, ſweet Son; as thou haſt aid, 
My praiſes made thee firſt a Soldier, fo, 
To have my praiſe for this, perform a Part 
Thou had not done before, 
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Cor. Well, I muſt do't: 
Away, my Diſpoſition, and poſſeſs me 
Some Harlot's ſpirit! my throat of war be turn'd, 
Which quired with my drum, into a pipe 
Small as an Eunuch, or the Virgin voice 
That Babies lulls aſleep! the ſmiles of Knaves 
Tent in my cheeks, and ſchool-boys tears take up 
The glaſſes of my ſight! a Beggar's tongue 
Make motion through my lips, and my arm'd knees, 
Which bow'd but in my ſtirrup, bend like his 
That hath receiv'd an alms!—1 will not do't, — 
Leſt 1 ſurceaſe to honour mine own truth, 
And, by my body's action, teach my mind 
A moſt inherent baſeneſs. FITTED 

Vol. At thy choice then: 
To beg of thee, it is my more diſhonour, 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin, let 
Thy Mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
Thy dangerous ſtoutneſs: for I mock at Death 
With as big heart as thou. Do, as thou liſt: 
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Thy valianineſs was mine, thou ſuck'dſt it from me: 


But own thy pride thy ſelf. 
Cor. Pray, be content: 
Mother, I'm going to the Market- place: 


Chide me no more. I'll mountebank their loves, 


Cog their hearts from them, and come home belov'd 


Of all the Trades in Rome. Look, I am going : 


Commend me to my Wife. I'll return Conſul, 
Or never tiuſt to what my tongue can do 
l'th' way of flattery further. ME 
Vol. Do your will. . [Exit Volumnia. 

Com. Away, the Tribunes do attend you: arm 
Yourſelf to anfwer mildly : for they're prepar'd 
With accuſations, as I hear, more ſtrong 
Than are upon you yet. 

Cor. The word is, mildly.—Pray you, let-us go. 


Let them accuſe me by invention: 1 


Will anſwer in mine honour. 
Men. Ay, but mildly. 


Cor. Well, mild]y be it then, mildly, =—— [Exeunt. 
SCENE 
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s © E N E changes to the Forum. 


Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 


Bru. T? this point charge him home, that he affects 
Tyrannic Power: if he evade us there, 

Inforce him with his Envy to the People, 

And that the Spoil, got on the Antiates, 

Was ne'er diſtributed. What, will he come? 


Enter an Adile. 
2 He's coming. 


Bru. How accompanied? 

Ed. With old Menenius, and thoſe Senators 
That always favour'd him. 

Sic. Have you a catalogue 
Of all the voices that we have procur'd, 
Set down by th' poll? 

Ad, have; tis ready, here. 

Sic. Have you collected them by Tribes? 

ad. I have. 

Sic. Aﬀemble preſently the People hither, 
And, when they hear me ſay, It ſhall be fo, 
PFth right and ſtrength o'th' Commons; (be it either 
For Death, for Fine, or Baniſhment,) then let them, 
If I fay Fine, cry Fine; if Death, cry Death: 
Inſiſting on the old Prerogative 
And Power i'th' truth o'th*Cauſe. 

ad. I will inform them. 

Bru. And when ſuch time they have begun to cry, 


Let them not ceaſe, but with a Din confus'd 
Inſorce the preſent execution 


Of what we chance to ſentence. 
Maia. Very well. 

Sic. Make them be ſtrong, and ready for this hint, 
When we ſhall hap to giv't them. 

Bra. Go about it. [Exit Adile 
Put him to choler ftreight ; he hath been us'd 
Ever to conquer, and to have his word 
Of contradiction. Being once chaft, he cannot 
Be rein'd again to temp'rance ; then he ſpeaks 
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What's in his heart; and That is there, which looks 
With us to break his neck. 
Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, and Cominius, 
with others, 

Sic Well, here he comes. 

Men. Calmly, I do beſeech you. <1 

Cor. Ay, as an hoſtler, that for the _ piece 
Will 2 * the Knave by th' volume: :—The e 

ods 7 
Keep Rome in ſafety, and the Chairs of Rice 
Supply with worthy men, plant love amongſt you, 
Throng our large Temples with the ſhews of Peach, 
And not our ſtreets with war! 
1 Sen, Amen, amen, WF 11 Ke 
Men. A noble wiſh. 5 
Enter the Ædile with the Plebeians, 
Sic. Draw near, ye People. 
Ad. Liſt to your Trihanes: audience; 
Peace, I ſay. 

Cor. Firſt hear me ſpeak. 

Both Tri. Well, ſay: peace, ho. 

Cor. Shall ] be charg'd no farther than this preſent? 
Muſt all determine here? 

Sic. 1 do demand, 

If you ſubmit you to the People's voices, 
Allow their Officers, and are content 
To ſuffer lawful Cenſure for ſuch faults 
As ſhall be prov'd upon you? 

Cor. I am content. 

Men. Lo, Citizens, he ſays, he is content: 
The warlike ſervice he has done, conſider ; 

Think on the wounds his body bears, which ſhew _ 
Like Graves i'th' holy Church-yard. 

Cor. Scratches with briars, ſcars to move e Laughter 

on] 

Men. Conſider further : mr 
That when he ſpeaks not like a Gitken, - 
You find him like a Soldier; do not take 
His rougher accents for malicious ſounds :; 

But, as I ſay, ſuch as become a Soldier, 

Rather than envy, you 1 
Com. Well, well, no more. 

Cor. What is the matter, 
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That being paſt for Conſul with full voice, 
I'm ſo diſhonour'd, that the very hour 
You take it off again? 

Sic. Anſwer to us. 

Cor. Say then: tis true, I ought ſo. 

Sic. We charge you, that you have contriv'd to 

take 
From Rome all ſeaſon'd Office, and to wind 
Yourſelf unto a Power tyrannical ; 
For which you are a traitor to the People. 

Cor. How? Traitor ? 

Men. Nay, temperately : your promiſe. 

Cor. The fires i'th' loweſt hell fold in the people! 
Call me their traitor! thou injurious Tribune ! 
Within thine eyes fate twenty thouſand deaths, 

In thy hands clutch'd as many millions, in 

Thy lying tongue both numbers; I would fay, 
Thou lieſt, unto thee, with a voice as free, 

As I do pray the Gods 

Sic. Mark you this, People? 

All. To th' Rock with him. 

Sic. Peace : 

We need not put new matter to his Charge: - 

What you have ſeen him do, and heard him ſpeak, 
Beating your Officers, curſing yourſelves, 
Oppoſing laws with ſtrokes, and here defying 
Thoſe whoſe great Power muſt try him, even this 
So criminal, and in ſuch capital kind, 

Deſerves the extreameſt death. 

Bru. But ſince he hath 
Serv'd well for Rome | 

Cor. What do you prate of fervice? 

Bru. I talk of That, that know it. 

Cor. You? 

Men. Is this the promiſe, that you made your Mo- 
ther? 

Com. Know, I pray you 

Cor. VII know no farther : 

Let them pronounce the ſteep Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, fleaing, pent to linger 
But with a grain a-day, I would not buy 
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Their mercy at the price of one fair word; 
Nor check my courage for what they can give, 
To have't with ſaying, good morrow. 
Sic. For that be has ATTY 

As much as in him lyes) from time to time 

nvy'd againſt the People; ſeeking means 
To pluck away their Power ; as now at laſt 
Giv'n hoſtile ſtroaks, and that not in the preſence 
Of dreaded juſtice, but on the Miniſters 
That do diſtribute it; in the Name o'th' People, 
And in the Power of us the Tribunes, we | 
(Ev'n from this inſtant) baniſh him our City; 
In peril of precipitation 13 
From off the Rock Tarpeian, never more 
To enter our Rome's Gates. I'th' People's Name, 


TI fay, it ſhall beſo. 


All. It ſhall be fo, it ſhall be fo ; let him away: 
He's baniſh'd, and it ſhall be ſo. | 
Com. Hear me, my Maſters, and my common 
Friends | | 
Sic. He's ſentenc'd: no more hearing. 


Com. Let me ſpeak: 5 
I have been Conlul, and can ſnew for Rome 


Her Enemies Marks upon me. I do love 


My Country's Good, with a reſpe& more tender, 


More holy, and profound, than mine own life, 
My dear Wife's eſtimate, her womb's increaſe, 
And treaſure of my loins : then if I would 
Speak tha *; The 

Sic. We know your drift. Speak what ? 

Bru. There's no more to be ſaid, but he is baniſh'd 
As enemy to the People, and his Country, 

It ſhall be fo. 

All. It ſhall be fo, it ſhall be ſo. 

Cor. You common cry of curs, whoſe breath I hate 
As reek o'th' roiten fens; whoſe loves I prize, 
As the dead carcaſſes of unburied men, 
That do corrupt my air: I baniſh you. 

And here remain with your uncertainty ; 

Let every feeble rumour ſhake your hearts; 
Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes, 
Fan you into Deſpair : have the Power ſtill 
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To baniſh your Defenders, till at length, 
Your ignorance (which finds not, till it feels; 
Making but reſervation of yourſelves 
Still your own enemies) deliver you, 
As moſt abated Captives, to ſome Nation 
That won you without blows. Deſpiſing then 
For you, the City, thus I turn my back: 
There is a world elſe where 
[Exeunt Coriolanus, Cominius, and others. 
[ The people ſhout, and throw up their caps. 
fEdile. The people's enemy is gone, is gone! 
All. Our enemy is baniſh'd ; he is gone! Hoo! hoo! 
Sic. Go fee him out at gates, and follow him 
As he hath follow'd you; with all deſpight 
Give him deſery'd vexation. Let a Guard 
| Attend us through the City. 
All. Come, come; let's ſee him out at the gates; 
come. | 
The Gods preſerve our noble Tribune come. 
[Excunt, 


SCENE, before the Gates of Rome. 


Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, Menenius, Co- 
minius, 7th the young Nobility of Rome. 
Cor. OME, leave your tears: a brief farewel : 
the beaſt : 
With many heads buts me away. Nay, mother, 
Where is your ancient Courage? you were us'd 
To ſay, Extremity was the trier of ſpirits, 
'That common chances common men could bear ; 
That, when the Sea was calm, all boats alike 
Shew'd maſterſhip in floating. Fortune's blows, 
When moſt ſtruck home, being gently warded, craves 
A noble Cunning. You were us'd to load me 
With precepts, that would make invincible 
The heart that conn'd them. 
0 _ Vir 
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Vir. Oh heav'ns! O heav'ns ! 

Cor. Nay, I pr'ythee, woman-— 

Vol. Now-the red peſtilence ſtrike all trades in Rome, 
And occupations periſh. ft 

Cor. What! what! what! 
I ſhall be lov'd, when I am lack'd. Nay, Mother, 
Reſume that ſpirit, when you were wont to ſay, 


If you had been the wife of Hercules, 


Six of his labours you'd have done; and ſav'd 
Your huſband ſo much ſweat. Cominius, 
Droop not; adieu : farewel, my wife! my mother ! 
I'll do well yet. Thou old and true Menenius, 
Thy tears are ſalter than a younger man's, | 
And venomous to thine eyes. My ſometime General, 
Pve ſeen thee ſterri, and thou haſt oft beheld 
Heart-hardning ſpectacles. Tell theſe ſad Women, 
Tis fond to wail inevitable ſtroaks, 
As tis to laugh at em. Mother, you wot, 
My hazards ſtill have been your ſolace; and 
Believe't not lightly, (tho' I go alone, 
Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen 
Makes fear'd, and talk'd of more than ſeen :) your 
Son 

Will, or exceed the common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and practice. 

Vol. My firſt Son, 
Where will you go? take good Cominias 
With thee a while; determine on ſome courſe, 
More than a wild expoſure to each chance, 
That ſtarts i'th' way before thee. | 

Cor. O the Gods! 

Com. PIl follow thee a month, deviſe with thee 
Where thou ſhalt reſt, that thou may ſt hear of us, 
And we of thee. So, if the time thruſt forth 
A Cauſe for thy Repeal, we ſhall not ſend 


O'er the vaſt world, to ſeek a ſingle man; 


And loſe advantage, which doth ever cool 
Pth' abſeace of the needer. 
Cor. Fare ye well: | 
Thou'ſt years upon thee, and thou art too full ; 
Of the war's ſurfeits, to go rove with one 


That's yet unbruis'd ; bring me but out at gate. 
. Come, 
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Come, my ſweet Wife, my deareſt Mother, and 
My Friends of noble touch: when I am forth, 
Bid me farewel, and ſmile. I pray you, come, 
While I remain above the ground, you ſhall 
Hear from me ſtill, and never of me ought 
But what is like me formerly. 
Men. That's worthily 
As any ear can hear. Come, let's not weep. 
If ] could ſhake off but one ſeven years 
From theſe old arms and legs, by the good Gods, 
Fd with thee every foot. 
Cor. Give me thy hand. [Exeunt. 
Enter Sicinius and Brutus, with the Adile. 
Sic, Bid them all home, he's gone; and we'll no 
further. 
Vex'd are the Nobles, who, we ſee, have fided 
In his behalf. | 
Bru, Now we have ſhewn our Power, 
Let us ſeem humbler after it is done, 
Than when it was a doing. 
Sic. Bid them home; ; 
Say, their great enemy is gone, and a 
Stand in their ancient ſtrength. 
Bru. Diſmiſs them home. 
Here comes his Mother. 
Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Menenius. 
Sic. Let's not meet her. 
Bru. Why? 
Sic. They fay, ſhe's mad. f 
Bru. They have ta'en note of us: keep on "Four 
way. 
"PI, SR Pre well met : 
The hoarded plague o'th' Gods requite your love! 
Men. Peace, peace; be not ſo loud. 
Vol. If that J could for weeping, you ſhould hear 
Nay, and you ſhall hear ſome. —Will you be gone? 
Virg. You ſhall ſtay too: I would, I had the 
Power 
To ſay ſo to my Huſband. 
Sic. Are'you man-kind ? 
Vol. Ay, fool; is that a ſhame ? note but this fool. 
Was not a Man my Father ? hadſt thou foxſhip 2 
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To baniſh him that ſtruck more blows for Rome, 
'Than thou haſt ſpoken words 
Sic. Oh bleſſed heav'ns! 
Vol. More noble blows, than ever thou wiſe words, 
And for Rome's Good —!'ll tell thee what - yet go 
Nay, but thou ſhalt ſtay too would, my Son 
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him, 
His good ſword in his hand. 
Sic. What then? 
Virg. What then? he'd make an end of thy Poſterity, 
Vol. Baſtards, and all. | 
Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome ] 
Men. Come, come, peace. 
Sic. I would he had continued to his Country 
As he began, and not unknit himſelf 
The noble Knot he made. 
Bru. I would, he had. | 
Vel. I would, he had | ——'twas you incens'd the 
| rabble. | 
Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth, 
As I can of thoſe myſteries which Heav'n 
Will not have Earth to know. 
Bru. Pray, let us go. 
Vol. Now, pray, Sir, get you gone. 
You've done a brave deed : ere you go, hear this: 
As far as doth the Capitol exceed 
The meaneſt houſe in Rome; ſo far my Son, 
This Lady's Huſband here, this, (do you fee) 
Whom you have baniſh'd, does exceed you all. 
Bru. Well, well, we'll leave you. 
Sic. Why ſtay you to be baited | 
With one that wants her wits? [Ex. Tribunes. 
Vol. Take my prayers with you. 
I wiſh, the Gods had nothing elſe to do, 
But to confirm my Curſes ! Could I meet 'em 
But once a day, it would unclog my heart 
Of what lyes heavy to't 
Men. You've told them home, 
And, by my troth, have cauſe : you'll ſup with me? 
Vol. Anger's my meat, I ſup upon myſelf, | 
And ſo ſhall ſtarve with feeding : come, let's . 
V ave 


n 
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Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do, 
In anger, Juno- like: come, come, fie, ſie! 
8 | [Exeunt. 


SCENE changes 10 Antium. 


Enter a Roman and a Volſcian. 


Rom. I Know you well, Sir, and you know me: your 

ö name, I think, is Adrian. 

Vol. It is ſo, Sir: truly, I have forgot you. 

Rom. I am a Roman, but my ſervices are as you are, 
againſt em. Know you me yet? | 

Vol. Nicanor ? no. 

Rom. The ſame, Sir. 

Vol. You had more beard when I laſt ſaw yon, but 
your favour is well appear'd by your tongue. What's 
the news in Rome? | have a note from the Volſcian 
State to find you out there. You have well ſaved me a 
day's journey. | 

Rom. There hath been in Rome ſtrange inſurreQions : 
the People againft the Senators, Patricians, and Nobles. 

Vol. Hath been! is it ended then? our State thinks 
not ſo: they are in a moſt warlike preparation, and 
hope to come upon them in the heat of their diviſion. 

Rom. The main blaze of it is paſt, out a ſmall thing 
would make it flame again. For the nobles receive ſo 
to heart the Baniſhment of that worthy Coriolanus, that 
they are in a ripe aptneſs to take all Power from the 
People, and to pluck from them their Tribunes for 
ever. This lies glowing, I can tell you; and is al- 
moſt mature for the violent breaking out. 

Vol. Coriolanus baniſh'd? 

Rom. Baniſh'd, Sir. | 

Vol. You will be welcome with this intelligence, 
Nicaner. 

Rom. The day ſerves well for them now. I have 
heard it ſaid, the fitteſt time io corrupt a man's wife, 
is when ſhe's fallen out with her huſband. Your noble 
Tullus Aufidius will appear well in theſe wars, his great 


Oppoſer Coriolanus being now in no requeſt of his 
Country. | 


Fol. 
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Vol. He cannot chuſe. I am moſt fortunate, thus 
accidentally to encounter you. You have ended my 
buſineſs, and 1 will merrily accompany you home. 

Rom. I ſhall between this and ſupper tell you moſt 
ſtrange things from Rome; all tending to the Good of 
their Adverſaries. Have you an Army ready, ſay you? 
Vol. A moſt royal one. The Centurions and their 
Charges diſtinctly billetted, already in the entertain- 
ment, and to be on foot at an hour's warning. 

Rom. IJ am joyful to hear of their readineſs, and am 
the Man, I think, that ſhall ſet them in preſent action. 
So, Sir, heartily well met, and moſt glad of your 

company. | 

Vol. You take my part from me, Sir, I have the moſt 
cauſe to be glad of yours. | | 

Rom, Well, let us go together. [Exeunt. 


Enter Coriolanus in mean Apparel, diſguis'd and muſfled. 


Cor. A goodly City is this Antium.— City, 
"Tis I, that made thy widows: Many an heir 
Of theſe fair edifices for my wars 
Have I heard groan, and drop: then know Me not, 
Leſt that thy wives with ſpits, and boys with ſtones, 
In puny battel ſlay me. Save you, Sir. | 
Np | Enter a Citizen. 

Cit. And you. | 

Cor. Direct me, if. it be your will, where great Au- 

idius lies: | 8 
Is he in Antium ? | | 
Ci. He is, and feaſts the Nobles of the State, at his 
houſe this night, 

Cor. Which is his houſe, I beſeech you? 

Cit. This, here, before you. «hor 

Cor, Thank you, Sir: Farewel, [Exit Citizen, 
Ob, world, thy ſlippery Turns! friends now faſt 

worn, N 
Whoſe double boſoms ſeem to wear one heart, 
Whoſe hours, whoſe bed, whoſe meal and exerciſe 
Are {till together, who twine (as *twere) in love 
Unſeparable, ſhall within this hour, 
On a diſſenſion of a doit, break out 
To bittereſt enmity. So felleſt foes, 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe paſlions and whoſe plots have broke their ſleep 
To take the one the other, by ſome chance, 

Some trick not worth an egg, ſhall grow dear friends, 
And interjoin their iſſues. So, with me; 

My birth-place have I and my lovers left ; 

This enemy's Town I'll enter ; if he ſlay me, 

He does fair juſtice ; if he give me way, | 

I'll do his Country ſervice. | [ Exit. 


SCENE changes lo a Hall in Aufidius's 
| ' Houje, 


Meufick plays. Enter a Serwing- man. 


1 Ser. INE, wine, wine ! what ſervice is here ? 
I think our fellows are aſleep. [Exit. 
Enter another Serwing-man. 

2 Ser. Where's Cotus * my Maſter calls for him? 
Cotus. | 
| Enter Coriolanus. | 

Cor. A goodly houſe ; the feaſt ſmells well; but I 
Appear not like a gueſt. T 

Enter the firſt Serving-man. 
1 Ser. What would you have, friend? whence are 
you ? here's no place for you : pray, go to the door. 


| | [ Exit. 
Cor. I have deſerved no better entertainment, in be- 
Ing Coriolanus. | „ 


Enter ſecond Servant. 

2 Ser. Whence are you, Sir ; has the porter his eyes 
in his head, that he gives entrance to fuch companions ? 
pray get you out. | 

Cor. Away | ———— 

2 Ser. Away! get you away. 

Cor. Now thou'rt troubleſom. 

2 Ser. Are you fo brave? Til have you talk'd with 
anon. 


Enter a third Servant. The firſt meets him, 

3 Ser. What Fellow's this? 

1 Ser. A ſtrange one as ever I look'd on : I cannot 
get him out o'th' houſe : pr'ythee, call my Maſter to 
him. | 

3 Ser. 
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3 Ser. What have you to do here, Fellow? pray you 
avoid the houſe. 
Cor. Let me but ſtand, I will not hurt your hearth. 

3 Ser. What are you ? 

Cor. A Gentleman. 

3 Ser. A marvellous poor one. 

Cor. True; ſo J am. 

3 Ser. Pray you, poor Gentleman, take up ſome o- 
ther ſtation, here's no place for you; pray you, avoid: 
come. | 

Cor. Follow your function, go and batten on cold 
bits. | [ Puſhes him away from him, 

3 Ser. What, will you not? pr'ythee, tell my Maſter, 
what a ſtrange gueſt he has here. | 

2 Ser. And 1 fhall. [Exit ſecond Serwing-man. 

3 Ser. Where dwell'ſt thou? 

Cor. Under the Canopy. 

3 Ser. Under the Canopy ? ' 

Cor. Ay. 

3 Ser. Where's that ? | 

Cor. I'th' City of Kites and Crows. 


3 Ser. I th' City of Kites and Crows? what an Aſs it 


is! then thou dwell'ſt with Daws too? 
Cor. No, I ſerve not thy maſter. | 
3 Ser. How, Sir! do you meddle with my Maſter ? 
Cor. Ay, tis an honefter ſervice, than to meddle with 
thy Miſtreſs : thou prat'ſt, and prat'ſt ; ſerve with thy 
trencher : hence. Beats him away, 
Enter Aufidius, with a Serving-man. 
Auf. Where is this Fellow ? 
2 Ser. Here, Sir; I'd have beaten him like a dog, 
but tor diſturbing the Lords within. | 
Auf. Whence com'ſt thou ? what would'ſ thou ? thy 
name ? | 5 | 
Why ſpeak'ſt not? ſpeak, Man: what's thy name? 
Cor. If, Tullus, yet thou know'ſt me not, and ſeeing 
me, - h 
Doſt not yet take me for the Man I am, 
Neceflity commands me name my ſelf. 
Auf. What's thy name ? 
Cor. A name unmuſical to Volſcian ears, 
And harſh in ſound to thine. 
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Auf. Say, what's thy name ? 
Thou haſt a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in't : though thy tackle's torn, 
Thou ſhew'ſt a noble veſſel : what's thy name? 
Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown ; know'ft thou me yet? 
Auf. 1 know thee not ; thy name ? 
Cor. My name is Caius Marcius, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Yol/crars, 
Great hurt and miſchief; thereto witneſs may 
My Sir-name, Coriolanus. The painful ſervice, 
The extream dangers, and the drops of blood 
Shed for my thankleſs Country, are requited 
But with that Sirname : A good memory, 
And witneſs of the malice and diſpleaſure 
Which thou ſhould'ſt bear me, only that name remains. 
The cruelty and envy of the People | 
Permitted by our daſtard Nobles, who 
Have all forſook me, hath devour'd the reſt : 
And ſuffer'd me by th' voice of ſlaves to be 
Hoop'd out of Rome. Now, this extremity 
Hath brought me to thy hearth, not out of hope 

(Miſtake me not) to fave my life; for if 
I had fear'd Death, of all the men i'th' world 
I'd have avoided thee. But in meer ſpite 
To be full quit of thoſe my Baniſhers, 

Stand I before thee here : then if thou haſt 
A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge, 

Thine own particular wrongs, and ſtop thoſe maims 
Of ſhame ſeen through thy Country, ſpeed thee ſtraight, 
And make my miſery ferve thy Turn: fo uſe it, 

That my revengeful ſervices may prove 

As benefits to thee. For | will fight 

Againſt my canker'd Country, with the ſpleen 

Ot all the under fiends. But if fo be ? 

Thou dar'ſt not this, and that to prove more fortunes 

Thou'rt tir'd ; then, in a word, I alſo am 

Longer to live moſt weary, and preſent 

My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice : 

Which not to cut, would ſhew thee but a fool, 

Since I have ever follow'd thee with hate, 

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breaft, 

And cannot live, but to thy ſhame, unleſs 

It be to do thee ſervice. 
D aff 
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Auf. Oh, Marcius, Marcius, 
Each word, thou'ſt ſpoke, hath weeded "ail my bart 
A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter 
Should from yon cloud ſpeak. to me things divine, 
And ſay, tis true; I'd not believe them more 
Than thee, all- noble Marcius. Let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, where- againſt 
My grained aſh an hundred times hath broke, 
And ſcar'd the moon with ſplinters: here I clip 
The anvile of my ſword, and do conteſt 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 
As ever in ambitious ſtrength I did 
Contend againſt thy valour. Know thou fir, 
- lov'd the maid I married ; never Man 
igh'd truer breath : but, that I ſee thee here, 
ou noble Thing, more dances my rapt heart, 
Than when I firſt my wedded Miſtreſs ſaw 1 
Beſtride my threſhold, Why, thou Mars / I tell thee, 
We have a Power on foot ; and I had purpoſe 
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn, 
Or loſe my arm for't : thou haſt beat me out 
Twelve ſeveral times, and I have nightly ſince 
Dream't of encounters 'twixt thy ſelf and me: 
We have been down together in my ſleep, 
Unbuckling helms, fiſting each other's throat, 
And wak'd half dead with nothing. Worthy Marcius, 
Had we no quarrel elſe to Rome, but that 
Thou art thence baniſh'd, we would muſter all 
From twelve to ſeventy ; and pouring war 
Into the bowels of ungratefu] Rome, 
Like a bold flood o'er-bear. O come, go in, 
And take our friendly Senators by th' hands, 
Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, 
Who am prepar'd againſt your, Territories, 
Though not for Rome itſelf. 
Cor. You bleſs me, Gods ! 
Auf. Therefore, moſt abſolute Sir, if thou wilt have 
The leading of thine own revenges, take 
One half of my Commiſſion, and ſet down 
As beſt thou art experienc'd, ſince thou know'ſt 
Thy Country's ſtreng.h and weakneſs, thine own ways; 
Whether to knock againſt the gates of Rome, 
Or rudely viſit them in parts remote, 


To 
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To fright them, ere deſtroy. But come, come in; 
Let me commend thee firſt to thoſe, that ſhall 
Say yea to thy defires. A thouſand welcomes ! 
And more a friend, than e'er an enemy: bf 
Yet, Marcius, that was much. Your hand ; moft 
welcome ! [ Exeunt. 
Enter two Servants. | 

1 Ser. Here's a ſtrange alteration. 

2 Ser. By my hand, I had thought to have ſtrucken 
him with a cudgel, and yet my mind gave me, his clothes 
made a falſe report of him. | 

1 Ser. What an arm he has! he turned me about with 
his finger and his thumb, as one would ſet up a top. 

2 Ser. Nay, I knew by his face that there was ſome- 


thing in him. He had, Sir, a kind of face, methought— 
I cannot tell how to term it. 


1 Ser. He had fo: looking, as it were 


would I 


were hanged, but I thought there was more in him than 


I could think. 


2 Ser. So did I, I'll be ſworn : he is ſimply the rareſt 
man ith* world. 


1 Ser. I think, he is; but a greater Soldier than he, 
y cu wot one. 

2 Ser. Who, my maſter ? 

1 Ser. Nay, it's no matter for that. 

2 Ser. Worth fix on him. 


1 Ser. Nay, not ſo neither; but I take him to be the 


greater Soldier. 


2 Ser. Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to ſay 

that ; for the defence of a Town, our General is excel- 
lent. | | 
1 Ser. Ay, and for an aſſault too. 
Enter a tbird Servant. 

3 Ser. Oh, ſlaves, I can tell you news; news, you 
raſcals. . : 1 

Bath. What, what, what ? let's partake. 

3 Ser. I would not be a Roman, of all nations; I had 
as lieve be a condemn'd man. | | 

Beth. Wherefore ? wherefore ? 


3 Ser. Why, here's he that was wont to thwack our 


General, Caius Marcius. 5 
1 Ser. Why do you ſay, thwack our General ? 
D 2 3 Ser. 
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3 Ser. I do not ſay, thwack our General; but he was 
always good enough for him. 

2 Ser. Come, we are fellows and friends ; he was ever 
too hard for him, I have heard him ſay fo himſelf. 

1 Ser. He was too hard for him direQly, to ſay the 
truth on't : before Corioli, he ſcocht him and notcht him 
like a carbonado. i | 

2 Ser. And, had he been cannibally given, he might 
have broil'd and eaten him too. 

1 Ser. But, more of thy news; 8 

3 Ser. Why, he is ſo made on here within, as if h 
were Son and Heir to Mars : ſet at upper end o'th' ta- 
ble; no queſtion aſk'd him by any of the Senators, but 
they ſtand bald before him. Our General himſelf makes 
a Miſtreſs of him, ſanQtifies himſelf with's hands, and 
turns up the white o'th' eye to his diſcourſe. But the 
bottom of the news is, our General is cut th? middle, 
and but one half of what he was yeſterday. . For the 
Other has half, by the Intreaty and Grant of the whole 
table. He'll go, he ſays, and ſowle the porter of Rome 
gates by th' ears. He will mow down all before him, 
and leave his paſſage poll'd. 

2 Ser. And he's as like to do't as any man I can ima- 

ine. | : | 
4 3 Ser. Do't ! he will do't : for look you, Sir, he has 
as many friends as enemies ; which friends, Sir, as it were, 
durſt not (look you, Sir) ſhew themſelves (as we term it) 
bis friends, whilſt he's in directitude. 1 

1 Ser. Ditrectitude! what's that? 

3 Ser. But when they ſhall ſee, Sir, his Creſt up again, 
and the man in blood, they will out of their burroughs 
(like conies after rain) and revel all with him, 

1 Ser, But when goes this forward ! 

3 Ser. To-morrow, to-day, preſently, you ſhall have 
the drum ſtruck up this afternoon : 'tis, as it were, a 
parcel of their feaſt, and to be executed ere they wipe 
their lips, p 3 

2 Ser. Why, then we ſhall have a ſtirring world a- 
gain: this peace is worth nothing, but to ruſt iron, en- 
creaſe taylors, and breed ballad- makers. 

1 Ser, Let me have war, ſay I ; it exceeds peace, as 
far as day does night ; it's ſprightly, waking, audible, and 
full of veat. Peace is a very apoplexy, lethargy, mull'd, 

| | deaf, 
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deaf, ſleepy, inſenſible, a getter of more baſtard children 
than war's a deſtroyer of men. 

2 Ser. Tis ſo; and as war in ſome ſort may be ſaid to 
be a raviſher, ſo it cannot be denied, but peace is a great 
maker of cuckolds. | | 

1 Ser. Ay, and it makes men hate one another. 

3 Ser. Reaſon, becauſe they then leſs need one another : 
the wars, for my money. I hope, to ſee Romans as cheap 
as Volſcians. | 
They are riſing, they are riſing. 

Both. In, in, in, in. ; [Exeunt, 


SCENE, a public Plice in Rome. 


Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 
Sic. E hear not of him, neither need we fear bim; 
His remedies are tame i'th' preſent peace, 
And quietneſs o'th' People, which before 
Were in wild hurry, Here we make his Friends 
Bluſh, that the world goes well ; who rather had, 
Though they themſelves did ſuffer by't, beheld 
Diſſentious numbers peſtring ſtreets, than ſee 
Our Tradeſmen ſinging in their ſhops, and going 
About their functions friendly. 
Enter Menenine, 
Bru. We ſtood to't in good time. Is this Menenius? 
Sic. Tis he, tis he : O, he is grown molt kind of late. 
Hail, Sir! | 
Men. Hail to you Both | | 
Sic. Your Coriolanus is not much miſs'd, but with his 
Friends; the Commonwealth doth ſtand, and ſo would 
do, were he more angry at it. 8 
Men. All's well, and might have been much better, 
if he could have temporiz'd. 
Sic. Where is he, hear you? 
Men. Nay, I hear nothing: 
His mother and his wife hear nothing from him. 
Enter three or four Citizens. 
All. The Gods preſerve you Both 
Sic, Good-e'en, neighbours. 
Bru. Good-e'en to you all, good-e'en to you all. 
1 Cit. Ourſelves, our wives, and children, on our knees, 
Are bound to pray for you both. 
Sic. Live and thrive. 
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Bru. Farewel, kind neighbours: _ 
We wiſh'd, Coriolanus had lov'd you as we did. 
All. Now the Gods keep you! 
Both Tri. Fatewel, farewel. | Exeunt Citizens, 
Sic. This is a happier and more comely time, | 
Than when theſe fellows ran about the ſtreets, 
Crying confuſion. | 
Bru. Caius Marcius was 
A worthy officer i'th' war, but inſolent, 
O'ercome with pride, ambitious paſt all thinking, 
Self-loving. . 
Sic. And affecting one ſole Throne, 
Without Aſſiſtance. | 
Men. Nay, I think not fo. 
Sic. We had by this, to all our lamentation, 
If he had gone forth Conſul, found it fo. 
Beru. The Gods have well prevented it, and Rome 
Sits ſafe and ſtill without him, 
„„ Enter QAcdile. 
Adile. Worthy Tribunes, 
There is a ſlave, whom we have put in priſon, 
Reports, the Volſcians with two ſeveral Powers 
Are entred in the Roman Territories; 
And with the deepeſt malice of the war 
Deftroy what lies before em. 
Men. "Tis Anfidius, 
Who, hearing of our Marcius' Baniſhment, 
- Thruſts forth his horns again into the world; 
Which were in-ſhell'd when Marcius ſtood tor Rome, 
And durſt not once peep out. 
Sic. Come, what talk you of Marcius ! 
Bru. Go ſee this rumourer whipt. It cannot be, 
The Volſcians dare break with us. 
Men. Cannot be! 
We have Record, that very well it can : 
And three examples of the like have been 
Within my age. But reaſon with the fellow 
Before you puniſh him, where he heard this; 
Left you ſhould chance to whip your information, 
And beat the meſſenger, who bids beware | 
'Of what is to be dreaded. | 
Sic. Tell not me 


know, this cannot be. 
5 Bru. 


 CORIOLANUS. 79 


Bru, Not poſſible. 
| Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. The nobles in great earneſtneſs are going 
All to the Senate-houſe ; ſome news is come, 
That turns their countenances. 
Sic. Tis this flave : 
Go whip him *fore the people's eyes: his raiſing ! 
Nothing but his report ! 
Meſ. Yes, Worthy Sir, 
The ſlave's report is ſeconded, and more, 
More fearful is delivered. 
Sic. What more fearful ? 
Meſ. It is ſpoke freely out of many mouths, 
How probable I do not know, that Marcius 
Join'd with Aufidius, leads a Power 'gainſt Rome; 
And vows Revenge as ſpacious, as between 
The young'ſt and oldeſt thing. 
Sic. This is molt likely 
Bru. Rais'd only, that the weaker ſort may wiſh 
Good Marcius home again. 
Sic. The very trick on't. 
Men. This is unlikely. 
He and Auſidius can no more atone, 
Than violentelt contrariety. 
Enter Meſſenger. 
Meſ. You are ſent for to the Senate: 
A fearful Army led by Caius Marcius, 
Aſſociated with Aufidius, rages 
Upon our territories ; and have already I 
. Oe'r-born their way, confum'd with fire, and took i 
What lay before them. a 
Enter Cominius. 9 
| 
4 


8 2 


Com. Oh, you have made good Work. 

Men. What news? what news? 

Com. You have holp to raviſh your own daughters, 

and 

To melt the city-leads upon your pates, 
To ſee your Wives diſhonour'd to your noſes. 

Men. What's the news? what's the news? 
Com. Your temples burned in their cement, and 
Your franchiſes, whereon you ſtood, confin'd 
Into an augre's bore. 
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Men. Pray now, the news? 
You've made fair work, Efear me: pray, your news? 
If Marcius ſhould be joined with the Yolſcians, — 

Com. If? he is their God; he leads them like a thing 
Made by ſome other Deity than Nature, 
That ſhapes man better ; and they follow him; 

Againſt us brats, with no leſs confidence, 
Than boys purſuing ſummer butter-flies, 
Or butchers killing flies. 

Men. You've made good work, | 
You and your apron-men ; that ſtood ſo much, 

Upon the voice of occupation, and 
The breath of garlick-eaters. 

Com. He'll ſhake your Rome about your ears. 

Men. As Hercules did ſhake down mellow fruit: 
You have made fair work! 

Bru, But is this true, Sir? 

Com. Ay, and you'll look pale i 

Before you find it other. All the Regions 
Do ſmilingly revolt; and, who reſiſts, 
Are mock'd for valiant ignorance, | 
And periſh conſtant fools : who is't can blame him 
Your enemies and his find ſomething in him. 

Aen. Ye fe Au UnUGRT, UC, 

The noble man have mercy. 

Com. Who ſhall aſk it ? | 
The Tribunes cannot do't for ſhame : the people 
Deſerve ſuch pity of him, as the wolf 
Does of the ſhepherds : his beſt friends, if they 
Shou'd ſay, be good to Rome, they charge him even 
As thoſe ſhould do that had deſerv'd his hate, 

And therein ſhew'd like enemies. 
Men. Tis true. 
If he were putting to my houſe the brand 
That would conſume it, I have not the face 
To ſay, beſeech you, ceaſe. You've made fair hands, 
You and your crafts! you've crafted fair! 

Com. You've brought e 24 46 
A trembling upon Rome, ſuch as was never 
So incapable of help. 705 

Tri. Say not, we brought it. 

Men. How ? was it we? we lov'd him; but, like 
beaſts, | | 

And 
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And coward Nobles, gave way to your cluſters, 
Who did hoot him out o'th' city. 
Com. But I fear, 
They'll roar him in again. Tullus Aufidius, 
The ſecond name of men, obeys his points 
As if he were his officer : Deſperation 
Is all the policy, ſtrength, and defence, 
That Rome can make againſt them. 
Enter a Troop of Citizens. 
Men. Here come the cluſters. 
And is Aufidius with him? ——You are they, 
That made the air unwholſome, when you caft 
Your ſtinking, greaſie caps, in hooting at 
Coriolanus' Exile. Now he's coming, 
And not a hair upon a ſoldier's head, 
Which will not prove a whip : as many coxcombs, 
As yon threw caps up, will he tumble down, 
And pay you for your voices. Tis no matter, 
If he ſhould burn us all into one coal, 
We have deſerv'd it. 0 
Omnes. Faith, we hear fearful news. | 
1 Cit. For mine own part, | | 9 
When I ſaid, baniſh him; I ſaid, 'twas pity. 
2 Cit. And fo did I. L 
3 Cit. And ſo did I; and to ſay the truth, ſo did ve- 
ry many of us; that we did, we did for the beſt : and | 
tho' we willingly conſented to his Baniſhment, yet it was 
a 


againſt our will. | 
Com. Y'are goodly things ; you, voices ! 


Men. You have made good work, | 
Vou and your cry. Shall's to the Capitol? 

Com. Oh, ay, what elſe ? [Exeunt. 
Sic. Go, maſters, get you home, be not diſmay'd. ' 
Theſe are a Side, that would be glad to have ; 
This true, which they ſo ſeem to fear. Go home, ö 
And ſhew no ſign of fear. ö 

I Cit. The Gods be good to us: come, maſters, let's 
home. I ever ſaid, we were 'th' wrong, when we ba- ö 
niſh'd him. | 

2 Cit. So did we all; but come, let's home. Ex. Cir. 

Bru, I do not like this news. | \ 

Sic. Nor I. | 

D 5 Us Bru. 


=  _CORNTOLUNTS. 
Bry. Lets to the Capitol; would, half my wealth 


Would buy this for a lie! ; 
Sic. Pray, let us go. [Exeunt Tribunes. 


SCENE, a Camp; at a ſmall Diſtance from 
| Rome. 


| Enter Aufidius, with his Lieutenant. 

Auf. O they ſtill flie to th' Roman? 

5 Lieu. I do not know what witchcraft's in him; 

'but | 

Your ſoldiers uſe him as the grace fore meat, 
Their talk at table, and their thanks at end: 
And you are darken'd in this action, Sir, 
Even by your own. 

Auf. 1 cannot help it now. 
Unleſs, by uſing means, I lame the foot 
Of our defign. He bears himſelf more proudly 
Even to my perſon, than, I thought, he would 
When firſt I did embrace him. Yet his nature 
In that's no changling, and I muſt excuſe 
What cannot be amended. 

Lieu. Yet I wiſh, Sir, 
{I mean for your particular) you had not 
Join'd in Commiſſion with him; but had borne 
The action of your ſelf, or elſe to him 
Had left it folely. . 

Auf. I underſtand thee well; and be thou fure, 
When he ſhall come to this account, he knows nct, 
What I can urge againſt him; though it ſeems, 

And ſo he thinks, and is no leſs apparent 

To th” vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly; 
And ſhews good huſbandry for the Yo//cian State, 
Fights dragon-like, and does atchieve as ſoon 

As draw his ſword : yet he bath left undone | 
That wbich ſhall break his neck, or hazard mine, 
When e'er we come to our account, 

Lieu. Sir, I beſeech, think you, he'll carry Rome? 

Auf. All places yield to bim ere he fits down, 
And the Nobility of Rome are his : 

The Senators and Patricians love bim too: 

The Tribunes are no ſoldiers; and their people 
Will be as raſh in the Repeal, as haſty 

To expel him thence, I think, he'll be to Rome | PR 
8 
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As is the Oſprey to the fiſh, who takes it 

By Sovereignty of Nature. Firſt, he was 

A noble ſervant to them, but he could not 

Carry his Honours even ; whether pride, 

(Which out of daily fortune ever taints 

'The happy man) whether defect of judgmeat, 

(To fail in the diſpoſing of thoſe chances, 

Whereof he was the lord) or whether nature, 

(Not to be other than one thing ; not moving 

From th' caſk to th' cuſhion ; but commanding peace 

Even with the fame auſterity and garb, 

As he controll'd the war ;) But one of theſe, 

(As he hath ſpices of them all) not all, 

For I dare fo far free him, made him fear'd, 

So hated, and fo baniſh'd ; but he has merit 

To choak it in the utt'rance : fo our virtues 

Lye in th' interpretation of the time; 

And Power, unto itſelf moit commendable, 

Hath not a tomb ſo evident, as a chair 

T' extol what it hath done. 

One fire drives out one fire ; one nail, one null ; 

Right's by right fouler, ſtrengths by ſtrengths do 
nn - > | SEPSIS 

Come let's away; when, Caius, Rome is thine, 

Thou'rt poor'ſt of all, then ſhortly art thou mine. 


[ Exeunt. 


SCENE, a pub. ic Place in Rome. 


Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, with 
athers. 


Men. N O, I'll not go: you hear, what he hath ſaid, 
Which was ſometime his General; who loy'd 
him | 
In a moſt dear particular. He call'd me father : 
But what o'that ? go you, that baniſh'd him, 
A mile before his Tent, fall down, and knee 


The 
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The way into his mercy : nay, if he coy'd 
To hear Cominius ſpeak, I'll keep at home. 
Com, He would not ſeem to know me. 
Men. Do you hear? 9 70 | 
Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name: 
T urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. Coriolanus 
He would not anſwer tio; forbad all names; 
He was a kind of Nothing, titleleſs, 
*Till he had forg'd himſelf a name o'th' fire 
Of burning Rome. | 
Men. Why, ſo; you've made good work: 
A pair of T'ribunes, that have rack'd for Rome, 
To make coals cheap: a noble memory 
Cam. I minded him, how royal 'twas to pardon 
When it was leaſt expected. He reply'd, 
It was a bare petition of a State 
To one whom they had puniſh'd. 
Men. Very well, could he fay leſs? 
Com. I offer'd to awaken his regard 
For's private friends. His anſwer 10 me was, 
He could hot ſtay to pick them in a pile 
Of noiſom muſty chaff. He ſaid, twas folly, 
For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt, 


And ſtill to noſe th' offence. - 


Men. For one poor grain or two ? 
I'm one of thoſe : his mother, wife, his child, 

And this brave fellow too, we are the grains; 

You are the muſiy chaff; and you are ſmelt 

Above the Moon. We muſt be burnt for you. 

Sic. Nay, pray, be patient : if you refuſe your aid 
In this ſo-never- needed help, yet do not 
Upbraid us with our diſtreſs. But, ſure, if you 
Would be your Country's pleader, your good tongue, 
More than the inſtant army we can make, 

Might ſtop our Country- man. 
Men. No: Tl not meddle. 

Sic. Pray you, go to him. 

Men. What ſhould I do? | 

Bru. Only make tryal what your love can do 
For Rome, tow'ras Marcius. * 

Men. Well, and ſay, that Marcius 
Return me, as Cominius is return'd, 


Vnheard : 


—— — — —„-— — — — — 
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Unheard : (what then?) 
But as a diſcontented friend, grief-ſhot 
With his unkindneſs. Say't be ſo ? 
Sic. Yet your good will | 
Muſt have that thanks from Rome, after the meaſure 
As you intended well. | 
Men. VI undertake it: 
I think, he'll hear me. Yet to bite his lip, 
And hum at good Cominius, much unhearts me. 
He was not taken well, he had not din d. 
The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then 
We powt upon the morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive; but when we've ſtuff' d 
Theſe pipes, and theſe conveyances of blood 
With wine and feeding, we have ſuppler ſouls 
Than in our prieſt-like faſts; therefore I'll watck 
him 
Till he be dieted to my requeſt, 
And then [I'll ſet upon him. | 
Bru. You know the very road into his kindneſs, 
1 And cannot loſe your way. | | 
Men. Good faith, 1']] prove him, | 
Speed how it will. I ſhall ere long have knowledge 
Of my ſucceſs. Exit. 
Com. He'll never hear him. 
Sic. Not? | 
Com. I tell you, he does fit in gold, his eye 
Red as twould burn Rome; and his Injury 
The Goaler to his Pity. I kneel'd before him, 
'T was very faintly he ſaid, riſe: diſmiſs'd me 
Thus, with his ſpeechleſs hand. What he would do, 
He ſent in writing after; what he would not, | 
Bound with an oath to yield to his conditions : 
So that all hope is vain, unleſs his mother 
And wite,—who' (as I hear) mean to iollicit him 
For mercy to his Country: therefore hence, 
And with our fair in:icaties haſte them on. [Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the Volitian Camp. 


| Enter Menenius to the Watch or Guard, 1 
1 Watch. GT AV: whence are you? 
- 2 Watch, Stand, and go back. 
Men; 


* 


86 CORIOLANUS. 


Men. n like men, tis well. 12h by your 
eave | 

I am an Officer of State, and come 

To ſpeak with Coriolanus. | 

1 Watch, Whence ? 

Men. From Rome. 

1 Watch. You may not paſs, you muſt return : : our 

General 
Will no more hear from thence. 
2 Match. You'll fee your Rome embrac'd with bre, 
before | 
You'll ſpeak with Coriolanus. 
Men. Good my triends, 
If you have heard your General talk of Rome, 
And of his friends there, it is Lots to Blanks, 
My name hath touch'd your ears; it is Menenius, 

i Watch. Be it fo, go back: the virtue of your Name 
Is not here paſſable. 0g | 

Men. I tell thee, fellow, >; 

Thy General is my lover: I have been 

The book of his good acts; whence men have read 
His fame unparallel'd happily amplified : 

For | have ever verified my friends, | 
(Of whom he's chief) with all the ſize that veriiy 
Would without lapſing ſuffer : nay, ſometimes, 

Like to a bowl upon a ſubtle ground, | 

I've tumbled paſt the throw; and in his praiſe 
Have, almoſt, ſtamp'd the leaſing. Therefore, fellow, 
I muſt have leave to paſs. 

1 Watch. Faith, Sir, if you had told as many lies in 
his behalf, as you have utter'd words in your own, you 
ſhould not paſs here : no, though it were as virtuous 
to lie, as to live chaſtly. Therefore go back. 

Men. Pr'ythee, fellow, remember, my name is Me- 


- nenius ; always factionary of the Party of your Ge- 


neral. 

2 Watch. Howſoever you have been his liar, (as you 
ſay, you have ;) 1 am one that, telling true under 
him, muſt ſay, you cannot pals. Therefore, 8⁰ 
back. 

Men. Has he din'd, canſt thou tell? for I would not 
ſpeak with him till after dinner. 

I Watch, Ion are a en are you? | 

| | Mer. 
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Men. I am as thy General is. 

1 Watch, Then you ſhould hate Rome, as he does. 
Can you, when you have puſh'd out of your gates the 
very Defender of them, and, in a violent popular ig- 
norance, given your enemy your ſhield, think to front 

his revenges with the eaſie groans of old women, the 
virginal palms of your daughters, or with the palſied 
interceſſion of ſuch a decay'd Dotard as you ſeem to 
be? can you think to blow out the intended fire your 
city is ready to flame in, with ſuch weak breath as 

this? no, you are deceiv'd, therefore back to Rome 
and prepare for your execution; you are condemn'd, 
our General has ſworn you out of reprieve and par- 
don. | | | 

Men. Sirrah, if thy Captain knew I were here, he 
would uſe me with eſtimation. 

1 Watch. Come, my Captain knows you not. 

Men. I mean, thy General. 

1 Watch. My General cares not for you. Back, I 
ſay, go; leſt I let forth your half pint of Blood. Back, 
that's the utmoſt of your Having, back. 5 

Men. Nay, but fellow, fellow 
Enter Coriolanus, with Aufidius. 

Cor. What's the matter ? 

Men. Now, you companion, Til ſay an errand for 
you ; you ſhall know now, that I am in eftimation ; 
you ſhall perceive, that a Zack gardant cannot office me 
from my ſon Coriolanus; gvels but my entertainment 
with him; if thou ſtand'ſt not 'th' ſtate of hanging, or 
of ſome death more long in ſpeQatorſhip, and crueller 
in ſuffering, behold now preſently, and ſwoon for what's 
to come upon thee. The glorious Gods fit in hour- 
ly ſynod about thy particular proſperity, and love thee 
no worſe than thy old father Menenius does! Oh my ſon, 
my ſon! thou art preparing fire for us; look thee, here's 
water to quench it. I was hardly mov'd to come to thee ; 
but being aſſured, none but myſelf could move thee, I 
have been blown out of our gates with ſighs ; and con- 
jure thee to pardon Rome, and thy petitionary Country- 
men. The good Gods aſſwage thy wrath, and turn the 
dregs of it upon this varlet here; this, who, like a block, 
hath denied my acceſs to the 

Cor, Away | FE oe] | 

Men. How, away? Cor. 
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Cor. Wife, mother, child, I know not. My affairs 


Are ſewanted to others: though I owe 


My revenge properly, remiſſion lyes 
In Volſcian breaſts. That we have been familiar, 
Ingrate Forgetfulneſs ſhall priſon, rather 
Than Pity note how much. -—-- Therefore, be gone, 
Mine ears againſt your ſuits are ſtronger than 
Your gates againſt my force. Vet, for I loved thee, 
Take this along ; I writ it for thy ſake, 

[Gives bim a letter, 


And would have ſent it. Another word, Menenius, 


I will not hear thee ſpeak. This man, Aufiarus, 
Was my belov'd in Rome; yet thou behold'ſt 
Auf. You keep a conſtant temper. [Exeunt, 
Manent the Guards and Menenius 
1 Watch. Now, Sir, is your name Menenins ? | 
2 Watch. Tis a Spell, you ſee, of much power: you 
know the way home again. | 
i Watch, Do you hear, how we are ſhent for keeping 
your Greatneſs back? ' 
2 Watch. What cauſe, do you think, I have to ſwoon? 
Men. I neither care for the world, nor your General : 
for ſuch things as you, I can ſcarce think there's any, 
y*are ſo ſlight. He, that hath a will to die by himſelf, 
fears it not from another: let your General do his worſt. 
For 2 be what you are, long; and your miſery en- 
creaſe with your age! I ſay to you, as I was ſaid to, 
Away! — | 15 [Exit. 
1 Vaich. A noble fellow, I warrant him. 

2 Watch. The worthy fellow is our General. He's 
the rock, the oak not to be wind ſhaken. [Ex. Watch. 
Re-enter Coriolanus and Aufidius. 

Cor. We will be:ore the Walls of Rome to-morrow 

Set down our Hoſt. My Partner in this action, 
You muſt report to th' Volſcian lords how plainly 
Pve borne. this buſineſs. | 
Auf. Only their Ends you have reſpected ; ſtopt 
Your ears againſt the general ſuit of Rome : 
Never admitted private whiſper, no, | 
Not with ſuch friends that thought them ſure of you. 
Cor. This laſt old man, = | 
Whom with a crack'd heart I have ſent to Rome, 
Lov'd me above the meaſure of a father: 


Nay 
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Nay, godded me, indeed. Their lateſt refuge 
Was to ſend him: for whoſe old love, I have 
(Tho' I ſhew'd ſow'rly to him) once more offer'd 
The firſt conditions; (which they did refuſe, 

And cannot now accept,) to grace him only, 
That thought he could do more : a very little 

I've yielded to. Freſh embaſſie, and ſuits, 

Nor from the State, nor private friends, hereafter 
Will I lend ear to.— Ha! what ſhout is this! 


[Shout within. 


Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow, 

In the fame time 'tis made? I will not 

Enter Virgilia, Volumnia, Valeria, young Marcius, with 
Attendants all in Mourning. 

My wife comes foremoſt, then the honour'd mould 

Wherein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand 

The grand-child to her blood. But, out, affeQion |! 

All bond and privilege of Nature break ! 

Let it be virtuous, to be obſtinate. 

What is that curt'ſie worth? or thoſe dove's eyes, 

Which can make Gods forſworn-? I melt, and am not 

Of ſtronger earth than others : my mother bows, 

As if Ohmpus to a mole-hill ſhould 


Tc. owt toms A = A 
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Hath an aſpect of interceſſion, which 
Great Nature cries, — Deny not. Let the Yo/ſcians 
Plough Rome, and harrow /taly ; I'll never 
Be ſuch a goſling to obey inſtin& ; but ſtand 
As if a man were author of himſelf, 
And knew no other kin. 
Virg. My lord and huſband ! | 
Cor. Theſe eyes are not the ſame I] wore in Rome. 
Virg. The ſorrow, that delivers us thus chang'd, 
Makes you think ſo. 
Cor. Like a dull AQtor now, 
I have forgot my Part, and I am out, 
Even to a full diſgrace. Beſt of my flefh, 
Forgive my tyranny ; but do not fay, 
For that, forgive our Romans. O a kiſs 
Long as my exile, ſweet as my revenge ! 
Now, by the jealous Queen of heav'n, that kiſs 
I carried from thee, Dear; and my true lip 
Hath virgin'd it e'er fince—You Gods! I prate ; 


And 
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And the moſt noble mother of the world | 
Leave unſaluted: fink, my knee, 1'th' earth; [#nee/s. 
Of thy deep duty more impreſſion ſhew rr 
Than that of common ſons. . 
Vol. O ſtand up bleſt! i 
Whilſt with no ſofter cuſhion than the flint 
I kneel before thee, and unproperly | 
Shew duty as miſtaken all the while, | [ancels. 
Between the child and parent. N 
Cor. What is this? 
Your knees to me? to your corrected ſon? 
'Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach 
Fillip the ſtars ; then, let the mutinous winds 
Strike the proud cedars 'gainſt the fiery Sun: 
Murd'ring impoſlibility, to make 
W hat cannot be, ſlight work, 
Vol. Thou art my warrior, A 
I holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady ? 
Cor. The noble ſiſter of Poplicola, 
The moon of Rome; chaſte as the iſicle, 
That's curdled by the froft from pureſt ſnow, 
And hangs on Dian's Temple: dear Valeria; 
Vel. This is a poor epitome of yours, 
 [Shewing young Marcius. 
Which by th' interpretation of full time N 
May ſhew like all your elf. 
Cor. The God of ſoldiers, | 
With the conſent of ſupream Jove, inform 
Thy thoughts with Nobleneſs, that thou may'ſt pro ve 
To Shame unvulnerable, and ſtick i'th? wars 
Like a great ſea-mark, ſtanding every flaw, 
And faving thoſe that eye thee! 
Vol. Your knee, firrah, 
Cor. That's my brave boy. 
Viol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and myſelf, 
Are ſuitors to you. | | 
Cor. I beſeech you, peace: 
Or, if you'd aſk, remember this before ; 
The thing, I have forſworn to grant, may never 
Be held by your denial. Do not bid me 
Diſmiſs my ſoldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome's Mechanicks. Tell me not, 


Wherein I ſeem unnatural : deſire not LR 
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T' allay my rages and revenges, with 
Your colder reaſons. ; 
Vol. Oh, no more; no more: 
You've ſaid, you will not grant us any thing: 
For we have nothing elſe to aſk, but that 
Which you deny already : yet we will aſk, 
That if we fail in our requeſt, the Blame 
May hang upon your hardneſs ; therefore hear us. 
Cor. Aufidius, and you Volſcians, mark; for we'll 
Hear nought from Rome in private—— Your requeſt ? 
Vol. Should we be filent and not ſpeak, our raiment 
And ftate of bodies would bewray what life 
We've lead ſince thy Exile. Think with thy ſelf, 
How more unfort'nate than all living women 
Are we come hither ; ſince thy ſight, which ſhould 
Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with com- 
forts, | | | 
Conſtrains them weep, and ſhake with fear and ſorrow ; 
Makipg the mother, wife, and child to ſee 
The ſon, the huſband, and the father tearing * 
His Country's bowels out : and to poor we, 
T hine enmity's moſt capital; thou barr'ſt us 
Our prayers to the Gods, which is a comfort 
"That all but we enjoy. For how can we, 
Alas! how can we, for our Country pray, 
Whereto we're bound? together with thy victory, 
Whereto we're bound? Alack! or we muſt loſe 
The Country, our dear nurſe ; or elſe thy perſon, 
Our comfort in the Country. We muſt find 
An eminent calamity, tho? we had 
Our wiſh, which ſide ſhould win. For either thou 
Muſt, as a foreign Recreant, be led 
With manacles along our ſtreets ; or elſe 
Triumphantly tread on thy Country's ruin, 
And bear the palm, for having bravely ſhed 
Thy wife and children's blood. For myſelf, ſon, 
I purpoſe not to wait on Fortune, till 
Theſe wars determine: if I can't perſuade thee 
Rather to ſhew a noble grace to both parts, 
Than ſeek the end of one; thou ſhalt no ſooner 
March to affault thy Country, than to tread 
(Truſt to't, thou ſhalt not) on thy mother's womb, 
That brought thee to this world. | 


Virg. 
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Virg. Ay, and mine too, 
That brought you forth this Boy, to keep your name 
Living to time. 

Boy. He ſhall not tread on me: 
Pl run away till I'm bigg er, but then I'll fight. 

Cor. Not of a woman's teñderneſs to be, 
Requires, nor child, nor woman's face, to ſee: 
I've fat too long. — 

Vol. Nay, go not from us thus: 
If it were ſo, that our requeſt did tend 
To ſave the Ramans, thereby to deſtroy 
The Yo//cians whom you ſerve, you might condemn us, 
As poyſonous of your Honour. No; our ſuit 
Is, that you reconcile them : while the Valſcians 
May ſay, This mercy we have ſhew'd; the Roman, 
This we receiv'd ; and each in either fide 
Give the all-hail to thee, and cry, be bleſt 
For making u this Peace! Thou know'ft, great ſon, 
The end of War's uncertain z but this certain, 


That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit, 


Which thou ſhalt thereby reap, is ſuch a Name, 
Whoſe repetition will be dogg'd with Curſes : 
Whoſe Chronicle thus writ, the man was noble 


4 Rat with his laſt attempt he win d it out, 


* Deſtroy'd his Country, and his name remains 

To th' enſuing age, abhorr'd.“ Speak to me, ſon: 

Thou haſt affected the firſt ſtrains of honour, + 

To imitate the graces of the Gods; 

To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o'th' air, | 

And yet to charge thy ſulphur with a bolt, 

That ſhould but rive an oak. Why doſt not ſpeak ? 

Think'ſt thou it honourable for a noble man 

Still to remember wrongs? Daughter, ſpeak you: 

He cares not for your weeping. Speak thou, Boy : 

Perhaps, thy childiſhneſs will move him more 

Than can our reaſons. There's no man in the world 

More bound to's mother, yet here he lets me prate 

Like one i'th' Stocks. Thou'ſt never in thy life 

Shew'd thy dear mother any courteſy; 

When ſhe, (poor hen) fond of ne ſecond brood, 

Has cluck'd thee to the wars, and ſafely home, 

Loaden with honour. Say, my Requeſt's ut, 

And ſpurn me back: but if it be not ſo, 7% 
ou 
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Thou art not honeſt, and the Gods will plague thee, 
That thou reftrain'ſt from me the duty, which 
To a mother's part belongs. — He turns away : 
Down, Ladies; let us ſhame him with our knees. 
To's ſirname Coriolanus longs more pride, 
Than pity to our prayers. Down; and end; 
This is the laſt. So we will home to Rome, 
And die among our neighbours: nay, behold us. 
This Boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 
But kneels, and holds up hands for fellowſhip, 
Does reaſon our petition with more ſtrength 
Than thou haſt to deny't. Come, let us go: 
This fellow had a Volſcian to his mother: 
His wife is in Corioli, and this child 
Like him by chance; yet give us our diſpatch : 
I'm huſht, until our City be afire; 
And then I'll ſpeak a little. 
Cor. O mother, mother ! 
| [ Holds her by the hands, filent+ 
What have you done? behold, the heav'ns do ope, 
'The Gods look down, and this unnatural ſcene 
They laugh at. Oh, my mother, mother! oh! 
You've won a happy victory to Rome. 
But for your ſon, believe it, oh, believe it, 
Moſt dang'rouſly you have with him prevail'd, 
It not moſt mortal to him. Let it come: 
Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars, 
Il frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufidius, 
Were you in my ftead, ſay, would you have heard 
A mother leſs? or granted leſs, Aufidius. 
Auf. I too was mov'd. 
Cor. I dare be ſworn, you were! 
And, Sir, it is no little thing to make | 
Mine eyes to ſweat Compaſſion. But, good Sir, 
What peace you'll make, adviſe me : for my part, 
I'll not to Rome, I'll back with you, and pray ou 
Stand to me in this cauſe. O mother! wite | =—— 
Auf. I'm glad, thou'ſt ſet thy mercy and thy ho- 
nour | 
At difference in thee ; out of that I'll work 
My ſelf a former fortune. [ 4/ice. 
Cor. Ay, by and by; but we will drink together; 
And you thall bear [To Vol. Virg. Se. 
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A better witneſs back than words, which we, 

On like conditions, will have counter-ſeal'd. 

Come, enter with us: Ladies, you deſerve 

To have a Temple built you : all the ſwords 

In 1taly, and her confederate arms, 4 

Could not have made this Peace. [Exeunt. 


SCENE, the Forum, in Rome. 


Enter Menenius and Sicinius. 
Men. 8 E E you yond coin o' th Capitol, yond corner- 
ſtone ? 
Sic. Why, what of that ? 
Men. If it be poſſible for you to es it with your 
little finger, there is ſome hope the ladies of Rome, eſ- 


pecially his mother, may prevail with him. But, I ſay, 


there is no hope in't; our throats are ſentenc'd, and 
ſtay upon execution. 


Sic. Is't poſſible, that ſo ſhort a time can alter the 
condition of a man? 

Men. There is difference between a grub and a but- 
terfly, yet your butterfly was a grub; this Marcus is 


grown from man to dragon: he has wings, he's more 
than a creeping thing. 


Sic. He lov'd his Mother dearly. | 
Men. So did he me; and he no more remembers his 
mother now, than an eight years old horſe. The 


tartneſs of his face ſours ripe grapes. When he walks, 


he moves like an engine, and the ground ſhrinks be- 
fore his treading. He is able to pierce a corſſet with 
his eye: talks like a knell, and his hum 1s a battery. 
He fits in his State, as a thing made for Alexander. 
What he bids be done, is finiſh's with bis bidding. 


He wants nothing of a God, but Eternity, and a hea- 


ven to throne in. 

Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly. 

Mex. I paint him in the character, Mark, what 
mercy his mother thall bring from him; there is no 
more mercy in him, than there is milk in a male ty- 


ger; that thall our poor City find; and all this 1 is long 
of you. 


Sic. The Gods be good unto us! 
Mau. No, in ſuch a caſe the Gods will not be good 
anto u. When we banilh'd him, we reſpected not 
them : 


* 
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them: and he returning to break our necks, they re- 
ſpect not us. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. Sir, if you'd ſave your life, fly to your houſe ; 
The Plebeians have got your fellow-tribune, 
And hale him up and down; All ſwearing, if 
The Roman Ladies bring not comfort home, 
They'll give him death by inches. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
Sic. What's the news? 
Me/. Good news, good news, the Ladies have pre- 
vail'd, 
The Volſcians are diflodg'd, and Marein, gone; 
A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 
No, not th' Expulſion of the Targuins. 
Sic. Friend, 
Art certain, this is true? is it moſt certain? 
Me. As certain, as I know the Sun is fire: 
Where have you lurk'd, that you make doubt of it? 
Ne'er through an Arch ſo hurried the blown tide, 
As the recomforted through th' gates. Why, haik you? 
Trumpets, Hautboys, Drums beat, all together. 
The trumpets, ſackbuts, pſalteries and fifes, 
Tabors and cymbals, and the ſhouting Reeves 
Make the Sun dance. Hark you! {A fout within. 
Men. This is good news : 
I will go meet the Ladies. This Volumnia 
Is worth of Conſuls, Senators, Patricians, 
A City full: of Tribunes, ſuch as you, 
A Sea and Land full. You've pray'd well to day: 
Ibis morning, for ten thouſand of your mates” 
I'd not have given a doit. Hark, how they jo 
[Sound flill, with the PD 
Sic. Firſt, the Gods bleſs you for your ridings: next, 
Accept my thanktulneſs. 


Me. Sir, we have all great Tn to give great 


thanks. 
Sic. They're near the city? 
Me/. Almoſt at point to enter. 
Sic. We'll meet them, and help the joy. Exeunt. 
Enter lauo Senators, with ladies, paſſmg over the ſiage; 
| wwith other Lords. 
Sen. Behc11 our Patroneſs, the Liſe of Rome : 


Call 
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Call all your Tribes together, praiſe the Gods, 
And make triumphant fires: ſtrew flowers before them: 
Unfhout the noiſe, that baniſh'd Marcius; 
Repeal him with the welcome of his mother : 
Cry, — welcome Ladies, welcome [Exeunt. 
All. Welcome, Ladies, welcome | 
[4 flouriſh with drums aud trumpets. 


SCENE changes to a public Place in 
Antium. 


Exter Tullus Aufidius with Attendants. 
Auf. Py tell the Lords o'th' City, I am here: 
Deliver them this paper : having read it, 
Bid them repair to th' market-place, where I, 
Even in theirs and ih the Commons' ears, 
Will vouch the truth of it. He, I accuſe, 
The city ports by this hath enter'd; and 
Intends t'appear before the people, hoping 
To purge himſelf with words. Diſpatch. 
welcome! 
Enter three or four Conſpirato rs ef Aufidius's faction. 

1 Con. How is it with our General? 

Auf. Even fo, 

As with a man by his own alms impoyſon'd, 
And with his charity ſlain. 

2 Con. Moſt noble Sir, 

If you do hold the ſame intent, wherein 
You wiſh'd us parties; we'll deliver you 
Of your great danger. 

Auf. Sir, I cannot tell; 

We mutt proceed, as we do find the people. 

3 Con. The people will remain uncertain, whilſt 
*T wixt you there's difference; but the Fall of either 
Makes the Survivor heir of all. 

Auf. T know it; 
And my pretext to ſtrike at him admits 
A good conſtruction. I rais'd him, and pawn'd 
Mine honour tor his truth; who being ſo heighten'd, 
He water'd his new plants with dews of flattery, 
Seducing ſo my friends; and to this end, 
He bow'd his nature, never known before 
But to be rough, unſwayable, and free. 

3. Con, Sir, his ſtoutneſs 


Moſt 


When 
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When he did ſtand for Conſul, which he loſt 
By lack of ſtooping - —— — - 

Auf. That I would have ſpoke of : 
Being baniſh'd for't, he came unto my hearth, 
Preſented to my knife his throat; I took him, 
Made him joint fervant with me; gave him way 
In all his own deſires; nay, let him chuſe 
Out of my files, his projects to accompliſh, 
My beſt and treſheſt men; ſerv'd his ON 
In mine own perſon ; holpe to rape the Fame, 
Which he did make all his; and took ſome pride 
To do myſelt this wrong; till, at the laft, 
IT ſeem'd his follower, not partner; and 
He wag'd me with his countenance, as if 
I had been mercenary. 

1 Con. So he did, my lord: 
The army marvell'd at it, and, at laſt, 
When he had carried Rome, and that we look'd 
For no leſs Spoil, than Glory 

Auf. There was it; 
(For which my ſine ws ſhall be ſtretch'd upon him ;) 
At a few drops of women's rheum, which are 
As cheap as lies, he ſold the Blood and Labour 
Of our great Action ; therefore ſhall he die, 

And I' renew me in his Fall. But hark! 
[Drums and Trumpets ſound, with great ſhouts of the 
people. 

1 Con. Your native Town you enter'd like a Poſt, 

And had no welcomes home ; but he returns, 
Splitting the Air with noiſe. - 
2 Con. And patient fools, i | 
Whoſe children he hath ſlain, their baſe throats tear, 
Giving him glory. 75 . 

3 Con. Therefore at your vantage, 

Ere he expreſs himſelf, or move the people 
With what he would ſay, let him feel your ſvord, 
Which we will ſecond. When he lies along, 
After your way his Tale pronounc'd fhall bury 
His reaſons with his body. 
Auf. Say no more, 
Here come the Lords. 
Enter the Lords of the Ci y. 
Al Lords. You're moſt welcome home. 
| E Au. 
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Auf. I have not deſervd it. 


But, worthy lords, bave you with heed perus' 


What I have written to you? 
A. We have. 


I Lord. And grieve. to hear it, 


What faults he made before the laſt, I think, 

Might have found eaſy fines ; but there to end, 

Where be was to begin, and give away 

The benefit of our Levies, anſwering us 

With our own charge, making a treaty where 

There was a yielding, This admits no excuſe. 
Auf. He approaches, you ſhall hear bim. 


Enter Coriolanus, marching ewith drums and colours 7 the 
Commons being with him. 


_ Hail, lords; I am return'd, your ſoldier; ; 
No more infected with my Country s love, 
Than when J parted hence, but ſtill ſubſiſting 
Under your great Command. You are to know, 
That proſperouſly I have attempted, and 
With bloody paſſage led your wars, even to 
The gates of Rome: Our ſpoils, we have brought 

home, 

Do more than counterpoile, a full third part, 
The charges of the action. We've made peace 
With no leſs honour to the Antiates, 
Than ſhame to th' Romans: and we here deliver, 
Subſcribed by the Conſuls and Patricians, 
Together with the ſeal o'th* Senate, what 
We have compounded on. | 

Auf. Read it not, noble lords, 


But tell the traitor, in the higheſt degree 


He hath abus'd your powers. 
Cor. Traitor ! —— how now ! w—— 
Auf. Ay, way tor, Marcus, 
Cer. Marcius! | 
Auf. Ay, Marius, Cains Marcius ; doſt thou think, 
Jil grace thce with that robbery, thy ſtoln name 


Coriclanus, in Corioli? 


You Lords and heads o'th' State, perfidiouſly 
He has betrayed ) cur buſineſs, and given up, 
For certain drops cf ſalt, your city lone; 


I fay, 
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I fay, your city, to his wife and mother ; | 
Breaking his oath and reſolution, like 
A twilt of rotten Silk, never admitting 
Counſel o'th' war ; but at his nurſe's tears 
He whin'd and roar'd away your victory, 
That pages bluſh'd at him ; and men of heart 
Look'd wond'ring each at other. 
Cor. Hear'ft thou, Mars. 
Auf. Name not the God, thou boy of tears! 
Cor. Ha! - 
Auf. No more. | 
Cor. Meaſureleſs liar, thou haft made my heart 
Too great for what contains it. Boy? O flave! — 
Pardon me, lords, *tis the firſt time that ever | 
I'm forc'd to ſcold. Your judgments, my grave lords, 
Muſt give this Cur the Lie; and his own Nation, 
(Who wears my ſtripes impreſt upon him; that 
Muſt bear my beating to his Grave ;) ſhall join 
To thruſt the lie unto him. | 
1 Lord. Peace both, and hear me ſpeak. 
Cor. Cut me to pieces, Volſcians, men and lads, 
Stain all your edges in me. Boy ! falſe hound! —— 
If you have writ your annals true, *tis there, | 
That, like an eagle in a dove-coat, I 
Flutter'd your Volſcians in Corioli. 
Alone I did it. Boy! 
Auf. Why, noble lords, 
Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune, 
Which was your ſhame, by this unholy braggart, 
Fore your own eyes and ears? 
All Con. Let him die for't. | 
All People. Tear him to pieces, do it preſently : 2 
He kill d-my Son, —— my daughter, kill'd my 
couſin, — 
He kill'd my father. [The croud ſpeak promiſcuouſly, 
2 Lord. Peace, — no outrage peace 
The man is noble, and his Fame folds in N 
This Orb o'th' earth; his laſt offences to us 
Shall have judicious Hearing. Stand, Aufidius, 
And trouble not the peace. | 
Cor. O that I had him, 


With 
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With ſix Aufidius s or more, his tribe, 

To uſe my lawful ſword 
Auf. Intolent villian ! 
All Con. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him. 

[The conſpirators all draw, and kill Marcius, 
who falls, and Auhdius fands on * 
Lords. Hold, hold, hold, bold. 
Auf. My noble Maſters, hear me ſpeak. 
1 Lord. O Tullus. | 
2 Lord. Thou haſt done a deed, whereat 

Valour will weep. | 
3 Lord. Tread not upon him 

quiet; 

put up your ſwords. 

Auf. My lords; when you ſhall know (as in this 
rage 

Provok'd by bim, you cannot) the great dange 

Which this man's life did owe you, you'll rejoice 

That he is thus cut off. Pleaſe it your Honours 

To call me to your Senate, I'Il deliver 

Myſelf your loyal ſervant, or endure 

Your heavieſt cenſure. 

1 Lord, Bear from hence his Body, 

And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded- 

As the moſt noble Coarſe, that ever Herald 

Did follow to his urn. 

2 Lord. His own impatience 
Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame: 
Let's make the beſt of it. 

Auf. My Rage is gone, 

And I am ſtruck with ſorrow: take him up: 

Help, three o'th' chiefeſt ſoldiers; Pll be one. 

Beat thou the drum, that it ſpeak mournfully ; 

Trail your ſteel pikes, Though in this city he 

Hath widowed and unchilded many a one, 

Which to this hour bewail the injury, 

Yet he ſhall have a noble memory. | 

[Exeunt, bearing the body of Marcius. A dead 


March ſounded. 


maſters all, be 
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